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The  Argument. 

DUncan,  King  of  the  Scots,  had  tiro  principal  men , wham  he  imploycd in 
all  matters  of  importance,  Macbeth  and  Banquo,  thcfe  two  travelling 
together  through  a Forreft , were  met  by  three  Fairy  Witches  ( Weirds  the 
Scots  call  them ) whereof  the  firfi  making  obey J'ance  unto  Macbeth  fainted  him , 
Thane  fa  Title  unto  which  that  of  Earl  afterwards  fucceeded)  of  Glammis,  the 
fecond  Thane  of  Cawdor,  and  the  third  King  of  Scotland  : j (his  is  unequal 
dealing,  faith  Banquo,  to  give  my  Friend  all  the  Honours , and  none  unto  me : To 
which  one  of  the  Weirds  made  anfwer , ihat  he  indeed  jhould  not  be  a King , but  out 
of  his  Loins  Jhould  come  a Race  of  Kings  that  Jhould  for  ever  rule  the  Scots.  And 
having  thus /aid,  they  all  fuddenly  vanijhed.  Vpon  their  Arrival  to  the  Court > 
Macbeth  was  immediatly  created  Thane  of  Glammis  > and  not  long  after , fome 
new  Service  of  bis  requiring  new  FLecompenceJoe  was  honoured  with  Title  of  Thane 
of  Cawdor.  Seeing  then  how  happily  the  Prediction  of  the  three  Weirds  fell 
out  in  the  former,  he  refolved  not  to  be  wanting  to  him [ elf  in  fulfilling  the  third  > 
and  therefore  firfi  he  killed  the  King,  and  after  by  reafon  of  his  Command  among 
the  Soldiers  and  Common  People , he  fucceeded  in  his  Throne • Being  fcarce  warm 

in  his  Seat,  he  called  to  mind  the  Prediction  given  to  his  Companion  Banquo : 
Whom  hereupon  Jufpetted  as  his  Supplanter , he  caufed  him  to  be  killed , together 
with  his  Pofterity : Flean  one  of  his  Sons  cfcaped  only  with  no  fmall  difficulty  into 
Wales.  Freed  as  he  thought  from  all  fear  of  Banquo  and  his  IJfue , he  built 
Dunfinan  Cafile,  and  made  it  his  ordinary  Seat : And  afterwards  on  fome  new 
Fears , confulted  with  certain  of  his  Wizards  about  his  future  eflate , was  told  by 
one  of  them  that  he  Jhould  never  be  overcome,  till  Birnam  Wood  (being  fome  milfc* 
difiant)  came  to  Dunfinan  Cafile  > and  by  another , that  he  Jhould  never  be  Jlain  by 
any  man  which  was  horn  of  a Woman . Secure  then  as  he  thought  from  all  future 
dangers,  he  omitted  no  kfnd  of  Libidinous  Cruelty  for  the  /pace  of  1 8 Tears,  for 
fo  long  he  tyrannized  over  Scotland.  But  having  then  made  up  the  meafure  of 
his  Iniquities , Macduff  theGovernour  o/Fife  ajfociating  to  bimfelf  fome  few  Pa- 
triots ( and  being  ajfifled  with  ten  thoufand  Englifh)  equally  hated  by  the  Tyrant , 
and  abhorring  the  Tyranny,  met  Birnam  Wood,  and  taking  every  one  of  them  a 
Bough  in  his  hand  (the  better  to  keep  them  from  difeovery  : ) marching  early  in  the 
morning  towards  Dunfinan  Cafile  .which  they  tookjby  Scalado.  Macbeth  efcaping 
was  purfued  by  Macduff,  who  having  overtaken  him , urged  him  to  the  Combat , to 
whom  the  Tyrant  half  in  J corn  returned  this  anfwer  : That  he  did  in  vain  attempt 
to  kjll  him,  it  being  his  Defiiny  never  to  be  Jlain  by  any  that  was  born  of  Woman . 
Now  then,faid  Macduff,  is  thy  fatal  end  drawing  fafi  upon  thee,  for  I was  never 
born  of  W man , hut  violently  cut  out  of  my  mothers  Belly : Which  words  fo  daun- 
ted the  cruel  Tyrant,  though  otherwife  a valiant  man  and  of  great  Performances, 
that  he  was  very  eafily  Jlain  s and  Malcolm  ConmeT , the  true  Heir,  feated  in  his 
Throne . 


The  Perfons  Names. 


King  of  Scotland,  Mr.  Lee. 

Malcolm  his  Son,  Prince?  _ 

of  Cumberland,  $ Norn 


Donalbain, 

Mr.  Cademan. 

Lenox* 

Afr.Medbourn. 

Rofs, 

* ‘ v ■ • - • . ' >\5  x s » •_ : -O  l 

Angus, 

Macbeth, 

Mr.  Batterton.- 

Banquo, 

Mr.  Smith. 

Macduff7, 

MrJl arris. 

Monteth, 

Cathnes, 

Seymor  and  his  Son, 
seaton. 

Doctor, 

Flean  Son  to  Banquo, 

Porter, Old  man,  two  Murderers, 

Macbeth’s  Wife , Mrs.  Batter  ton » 

Macduff’s  Wife , Mrs,  Long. 

Her  Son , 

Waiting  Gentlewoman * 

Ghojt  of  Banquo,  Mr,  Sanford. 

Hecate, 

Three  Witches , 

Servants  and  Attendants . 
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ACT,  I.  SCENE,  I. 


1 Witch, 


...  • 11  { iuo  f?oqu  btar!  *j.ri  b*x3 oH 

Th under  and  Lightning,  V 

iio  oiai  iu  3 rl r ? i it  iic  faV'rr;  1 

Enter  three  Witches. 

- * ! * -1  on  ioi  : bisssri  uo  obuboi1! 

W Hen  (hall  we  three  meet  again, 

In  Thunder,  Lightniogy  and  in  Rain  ? 
hen  theHurlv-burlv’s  done. 


2.  When  the  Hurly-burly’s  done, 

When  the  Battle’s  loft  and  won.  ; 

And  that  will  be  e’re  fetof  Sun.  r!  ;,,i  0 ' 

z.  Where’s  the  place  ? ’ 1 - c ' s -• 

a.  Upon  the  Heath. 

3.  There  we  refolve  tomeet  Macbeth, ...\_Aflhriek  like anOwl. 
1.  I come  Gray  Malkin. 

All.  Paddock  calls ! 

To  us  fair  weather’s  foul,  and  foul  is  fair  1 f ■ !!!  ' , ‘ 

Come  hover  through  the  foggy,  filthy  Air— — - {_Eds.  flying. 

Enter  Malcolm,  Donalbine  and  Lenox,  with  Attendants 
meeting  Seyton  wounded. 

King.  What  aged  man  is  that  ? if  wemayguefs 
His  meffage  by  his  looks,  he  can  relate  the 
I(fue  of  the  Battle  f 

Male.  This  is  the  valiant  Seyton  ',  • • 

Who  like  a good  and  hardy  Souldier  fought 
, Tofavemy  liberty.  Hail,  Worthy  Friend, 

Inform  the  King  in  what  condition  you. 

Did  leave  the  Battle  ? 

Seyton.  It  was  doubful  ; 

As  two  fpent  fwimmers,  who  together  cling 

And  choak  their  Art:  the  mercilefs  Mackdonald- 

(Worthy  to  be  a Rebel,  to  which  end 

The  multiplying  Villanies  of  Nature  , c ' . ' 

Swarm’d  thick  upon  him)  from  the  Weftern  Iflcs : ' - • *-  • 
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With  Kernes  and  Gallow-glafTes  was  fupply’d. 

Whom  Fortune  with  her  fmiles  oblig’d  a while  ; 

But  brave  <_ Macbeth  (who  well  deferves  that  name) 

Did  with  his  frowns  put  all  her  fmiles  to  flight : 

And  Cut  his  p adage  to  the  Rebels  perfon  : 

Then  having  Conquer’d  him  with  Angle  force, 

He  fix’d  his  head  upon  our  Battlements.  5 

King.  O valiant  Coufin  * Worthy.  Gentlemkfrr- 
Seyton . But  then  this  Day-break  of  oUfVidtorjT 
Serv’d  but  to  light  us  into  other  Dangers 
That  fpring  from  whence  our  hopes  did  feem  to  rife  5 
Produc’d  our  hazard  : for  nofooner  had 
The  juftice  of  your  Caufe,  Sir,  (arm’d  with  valour,) 

Compell’d  thefe  nimble  Kernes  to  truft  their  Heels ; 

But  the  Ts^ormym  Lord,  (having  expc&ed 
This  opportunity  ) with  new  fupplies 
Began  a frefla  afTault. 

King.  Difmaid  not  this  our  Generals ^.Macbeth 
And  'Banquo  > 

Seyton.  Yes,  as  fparrows  Eagles,  or  as  hares  do  Lions  ? 

As  flames  are  heighten’d  by  accefs  of  fuel, 

So  did  their  valours  gather  ftrength,  by  having 
Frefh  Foes  on  whom  to  exercife  their  Swords : 

Whofe  thunder  ftill  did  drown  the  dying  groans 
Of  thofe  they  flew,  which  elfe  had  been  fo  great, 

Th’  had  frighted  all  the  reft  into  Retreat. 

My  fpirits  fa:nt : I would  relate  the  wounds 
Which  their  Swords  made ; but  my,  own  tijence  me. 

King.  So  well  thy  wounds  become  thee  as  thy  words  r 

Th’  are  full  of  Honour  both : Go  get  him  Surgeons 

C Ex.  Cap.  and  Attendants . 
Enter  Macduff. 

But,  who  comes  there  ? 

Male.  Noble  t JM.acdwffl 
Lenox.  What  haffe  looks  through  his  eyes  I 
Donat.  So  fhould  he  look  who  comes  to  (peak  things  ftrange, 
Macd.  Long  live  the  King  r 
King.  Whence  corn’d  thou,  worthy  Thane  i 
Macd.  F r om  Fife,  Great  King  ; where  tnc  Ncrvrcan  Banners 
Darkned  the  Air*  and  fann’d  our  people  cold  ; 


Nor- 


(?) 

Norwey  himfelf  with  infinite  fupplics, 

(Aflifted  by  that  moft  difloyal  Thane 
Of  Cawdor ) long  maintain’d  a difmal  Confliift, 

Till  brave  Macbeth  oppos’d  his  bloody  rage. 

And  check’d  his  haugnty  fpirits,  after  w hich 
His  Army  fled : Thus  (hallow  ftreams  may  flow 
Forward  with  violence  a while  $ but  when 
They  are  oppos’d,  as  fad  run  back  agen. 

In  brief,  the  Vi&ory  was  ours. 

King.  Great  Happinefs  ! 

Malcol.  And  now  the  Norway  King  craves  Compofition. 

We  would  not  grant  the  burial  of  his  men. 

Until  at  Colems-Inch  he  had  disburs’d 
Great  heaps  of  Treafure  to  our  Generals  ufe. 

King.  No  more  that  Thane  of  Cawdor  (hall  deceive 
Our  confidence : pronounce  his  prefent  Death  ; 

And  with  his  former  Title  greet  Macbeth. 

He  has  deferv’d  it. 

Macd.  Sir » I'le  fee  it  done.’ 

King,  What  he  hath  loft.  Noble  Macbeth  has  won ‘Exeunt. 

Thunder  and  Lightning. 

Enter  three  Witches  flying,  r 
i witch.  Where  haft  thou  been,  Sifter  ? 

2.  Killing  Swine  ! 

Sifter;  where  thou? 

1.  A Sailor’s  Wife  had  Chefnuts  in  her  lap, 

And  mounch’d,  and  mounch’d,  and  mounch’d ; give  n e quoth  I; 
Anoint  thee,  Witch,  the  Rump-fed  Ronyon  cry’d, 

Her  Husband’s  to  the  Baltick  gone,  Mafter  o’th’Tyger, 

- But  in  a fieve  I’le  thither  fail. 

And  like  a Rat  without  a tail 
l’Je  do,  l’le  do,  and  I will  do. 

2.  I’le  give  thee  a wind. 

i.  Thou  art  kind. 

j.  And  I another. 

i.  I my  felf  hive  all  the  other. 

And  then  from  every  Port  they  blow  ; 

From  all  the  Points  that  Sea-men  know. 

I will  drain  him  dry  as  hay ; 

Sleep  (hall  neither  night  nor  day 
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Hang  upon  his  pent-houfe  lid  $ 

My  charms  (hall  his  repofe  forbid, 

Weary-fen-nights  nine  times  nine* 

Shall  he  dwindle,  wafte,  and  pine. 

Though  his  Bark  cannot  be  loft. 

Yet  fhall  be  Tempeft-toft. 

Look  what  I have. 

2.  Shew  me,  Chew  me- — 

i.  Here  I have  a Pilot’s  thumb  * , 

Wrack’d,  as  homeward  he  did  come  J* 

3.  A Drum,  a Drum  : 

Macbeth  does  come. 

1.  The  weyward  Sifters  hand  iii hand, 

Porters  of  the  Sea  and  Land 

Thus  do  go  about,  about 
Thrice  to  thine, 

2.  And  thrice  to  mine; 

3.  And  thrice  agen  to  make  up  nine. 

2.  Peace,  the  Charm’s  wound  up. 

Enter  Macbeth  and  Banquo  with  Attendanfs. 

Macb.  Command  5 they  make  a halt  upon  the  Heath.— : 

So  fair,  and  foul  a day  I have  not  feen  1 

Banq.  How  far  is*c  now  to  Sorts  < what  are  thefe 
So  wither’d,  and  fo  wild  in  their  attire,  ? 

That  look  not  like  the  Earths  Inhabitants, 

And  yet  are  on’c  ? Live  you  t or  are  you  things 
Crept  hither  from  the  lower  World  to  fright 
Th'  Inhabitants  of  this  ? You  feem  to  know  me 
By  laying  all  at  once  your  choppy  fingers 

Upon  your  skihny  lips;  you  lliou’d  be  women,  * 

And  yet  your  looks  forbid  me  to  interpret 

So  well  of  you. * 

Mach . Speak,  if  you  can,  what  are  you  ? 

1 Witch . All  hail,  Macbeth , Hail  to  thee  Thane  of  Glamis • 

2.  All  hail,  Macbeth , Hail  to  tbee  Thane  of  Cave  dor. 

3.  All  hail,  Macbeth , who  fhall  be  King  hereafter. 

Banq.  Good  Sir,  what  makes  you  ftart  ?.  and  feem  to.dread 
Events  which  found  fo  fair  ? WW  name  of  Truth 
Are  you  fantaftical  ? or  that  indeed 
Which  outwardly  you  (hew  ? My  noble  Partner. 

You 
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You  greet  with  prefent  Grace, 

And  ftrange  prediction 

Of  noble  Fortune,  and  of  Royal  hope  j 

With  which  he  feerns  furpriz’d  : Tome  you  fpeak  not. 

If  you  can  look  into  the  feeds  of  Time, 

And  tell  which  grain  will  grow,  and  which  will  not, 

Speak  then  to  me ; who  neither  beg  your  favour, 

Nor  fear  your  hate.  - 

1.  Hail] 

2.  Hail ! ' 

3.  Haili 

1.  Leffer  than  Macbeth,  and  greater. 

2.  Not  fo  happy,  yet  much  happier. 

3.  Thou  (halt  get  Kings,  thou  (halt  ne’re  be  one. 

So  all  Hail  Macbeth  and  Bar.quo, 

i.  Banqtto  and  Macbeth,  all  Hail. [Exeunt 

Macbeth.  Stay!  you  imperfed  Speakers!  tell  me  more; 

By  SineF s death  I know  I am  Thane  of  Glamii  > 

But  how  of  Cawdor,  whilft  that  Thane  yet  lives  ? 

And,  for  your  promife,  that  I fhall  be  King, 

’Tis  not  within  the  propped  of  belief. 

No  more  than  to  be  Cawdor : fay  from  whence 
You  have  this  ftrange  Intelligence  , or  why 
Upon  this  blafted  Heath  you  flop  our  way 
With  fuch  prophetick  gteeting  ? Speak,  I charge  you. 

[witches  vanity 

Ha  > gone  ! — ■ 

Banq.  The  earth  has  Bubbles  like  the  water: 

And  thcfe  are  fome  of  them  ••  how  foon  they  are  vanifh’d ! 

Macb.-- -Th’  are  turn’d  to  Air ; what  feem’d  Corporeal 
Is  melted  into  nothing ; would  they  had  Raid. 

Banq.  Were  fuch  things  here  as  we  difcours’d  of  now  ?. 

Or  have  we  tailed  fome  infedious  Herb 
That  captivates  our  Reafon  ? 

Macb.  Your  Children  fhall  be  Kings. 

‘Eanq.  You  fhall  be  King. 

Macb.  And  Thane  of  Cawdor  too,  went’  it  not  fo  ? 

Banq.  Juft  to  that  very  tune  ! who’s  here  ? 

Enter  Macduff. 

Macd.  Macbeth  the  King  has  happily  receiv’d 
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The  news  of  your  fuccefs : And  when  he  reads 
Your  pers’nal  venture  in  the  Rebels  fight, 

His  wonder  and  his  praifes  then  contend 
Which  fhall exceed  : when  he  reviews  your  worth, 

He  finds  you  in  the  flout  2^orweyan~ ranks  5 
Not  ftarting  at  the  Images  of  Death 
Made  by  your  fclf : each  Meflenger  which  carnet 
Being  loaden  with  the  praifes  of  your  Valour, 

Seem’d  proud  to  fpeak  your  Glories  to  the  King ; 

Who,  for  an  earncft  of  a greater  Honour, 

Bad  me,  from  him,  to  call  you  Thane  of  Cawdor  : 

In  which  Addition,  Hail,  moft  noble  Thane  ! 

Barnj.  What,  can  the  Devil  fpeak  true  ? 

Mach.  The  Thane  of  Cawdor  lives  1 
Why  do  you  drefs  me  in  his  borrowed  Robes  ? 

Macd.  ’Tis  true,  Sir ; He,  who  was  the  Thane,  lives  yet ; 

But  under  heavy  judgment  bears  that  life 
Which  he  in  jufticc  is  condemn’d  to  lofe. 

Whether  he  was  combin’d  with  thofe  of  Norway, 

Or  did  aflift  the  Rebel  privately  j 
Or  whether  he  concurr’d  with  both,  to  caufe 
His  Country’s  danger,  Sir,  I cannot  tell; 

But,  Treafons  Capital,  confefs’d,  and  prov’d, 

Have  over- thrown  him, 

Mach.  damisand  Thane  of  Cawdor  ! 

The  greateft  is  behind  ; my  noble  Partner  1 
Do  you  not  hope  your  Children  fhall  be  Kings  ? 

When  thofe  who  gave  to  me  the  Thane  of  £awdor 
Promis’d  no  lefs  to  them. 

Banq.  If  all  be  true. 

You  have  a Title  to  a Crown,  as  well 

As  to  the  Thane  of  Cawdor • It  feems  ftrange  ; 

But  many  times  to  win  us  to  our  harm, 

The  Inftruments  ofdarknefs  tell  us  truths, 

And  tempt  us  with  low  trifle*,  that  they  may 
Betray  us  in  the  things  of  high  concern, 

Mach.  Th’have  told  me  truth  as  to  the  name  of  Cawdor,  \_afid 
That  may  be  Prologue  to  the  name  of  King. 

Lefs  Titles  fhou’d  he  greater  (fill  forc-rur, 

The  morning  Star  doth  ufher  in  the  Sun. 

Th 
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This  ftrange  Predi&ion  in  asftrange  a manner 
Deliver’d ; neither  can  be  good  nor  ill. 

If  ill  j ’twou’dgive  noearneft  of  fuccefs. 

Beginning  in  a truth  : I’m  Thane  of  Cawdor  5 
If  good,  Why  am  I then  perplext  with  doubt  ? 

My  future  blifs  caufes  my  prefent  fears. 

Fortune,  methinfcs,  which  rains  down  Honour  on  me. 

Seems  to  rain  bloud  too : Duncan  does  appear 
Clouded  by  my  increafing  Glories : but 
Thefe  are  but  dreams. 

Banq.  Look  how  my  Partner’s  rap’d  J 
Mach,  If  Chance  will  have  me  King  5 Chance  may  beftow 
A Crown  without  my  ftir. 

Banq.  His  Honours  are  furprizes,  and  refemble 
New  Garments,  which  but  feldorn  fit  men  well, 

Unlefs  by  help  of  ufe. 

Macb.  Come,  what  come  may ; 

Patience  and  time  run  through  the  roughed  day. 

Banq.  Worthy  Macbeth  i we  wait  upon  your  leifure. 

Macb.  I was  refle&ing  upon  pad  tranfa&ions  j 
Worthy  Macduff your  pains  are  regiftred 
Where  every  day  I turn  the  leaf  to  read  them. 

Let’s  haften  to  the  King : we’ll  think  upon 
Thefe  accidents  at  more  convenient  time. 

When  w’have  maturely  weigh’d  them,  we’ll  impart 
Our  mutual  judgments  to  each  others  breads. 

"Banq.  Let  it  be  fo. 

Macb.  Till  then,  enough.  Come  Friends [Exeunt. 

Enter  King,  Lenox,  Malcolmc,  Donalbine,^W<j»/r. 

King.  Is  execution  done  on  Cawdor  yet  ? ' 

Or  are  they  not  return’d,  who  were  im ploy 'd 
In  doing  it  ? 

Male.  They  are  not  yet  come  back  ; 

But  I have  fpoke  with  one  who  faw  him  die, 

And  did  report,  that  very  frankly  he 

Confefs  d his  Treafons,  and  implor’d  your  pardon  j 

With  figns  of  a fincere  and  deep  repentance. 

He  told  me,  nothing  in  his  life  became  him 
So  well,  as  did  his  leaving  it.  Hedy’d 
As  one  who  had  beenftudy’d  in  his  Peath, 
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Quitting  thedeareft  thing  he  ever  had, 

As  'twere  a worthlefs  trifle-. 

King.  There’s  no  Art 
To  find  the  minds  conftruftioh  in  the  face : 

He  was  a Gentleman  on  whom  I built 
Anabfolute  truft. 

Enter  Macbeth,  Banquo,  and  Macduff. 

0 worthy’ft  Cozen  1 

The  fin  of  my  Ingratitude  even  now 
Seem’d  heavy  on  me.  Thou  art  fo  far  before. 

That  all  the  wings  of  recompence  are  flow 
To  overtake  thee : would  thou  hadft  lefs  dtferv’d. 
That  the  proportion  both  of  thanks  and  payment 
Might  have  been  mine : I’ve  only  left  to  fay, 

That  thou  deferv’ft  more  than  I have  to  pay. 

Macb.  The  fervice  and  the  loyalty  I owe  you. 

Is  afufficient  paymentfor  it  felf: 

Your  Royal  part  is  to  receive  our  Duties  j 
Which  Duties  are.  Sir,  to  your  Throne  and  Stated 
Children  and  Servants  $ and  when  weexpofe 
Our  deareft  lives  tofave  your  Intereft, 

We  do  but  what  we  ought. 

King.  Y’are  welcome  hither ; 

1 have  begun  to  plant  thee,  and  will  labour 
Still  to  advance  thy  growth : And  noble  Banquo] 

( Who  haft  no  lefs  deferved  5 normuft  partake 
Lefs  of  our  favour ) let  me  here  enfold  thee. 

And  hold  thee  to  my  heart, 

'Banq.  There  if  I grow, 

The  harveft  is  your  own. 

King . My  joys  are  now 
Wanton  in  fulnefs ; and  wou’d  hide  themfelves 
In  drops  of  forrovv.  Kinfuien,  Sons,  and  Thanes ; 
And  you,  vvhofe  places  are  the  reared,  know 
We  will  eftablifli  our  Eftate  upon 
Our  Eldeft,  t Malcolm , whom  we  name  hereafter 
The  Prince  of  Cumberland  : nor  muft  he  wear 
His  Honours  unaccompany’d  by  others, 

But  marks  of  noblenefs,  like  Stars,  fliall  fhine 
On  all  defervers.  Now ■ we’ll  haften  hence 


JoEnvernefs  *’  we’11  bc  y°ur  sueft,  Macbeth; 

And  there  contrad  a greater  debt  than  that 
Which  I already  owe  you. 

Macb.  That  Honour,  Sir, 

Out-lpc-aksthe  beft  expreflion  of  my  thanks : 

J.1  the  Harbinger,  and blefs 

1 humbly  wkemj^ leave  ”CWS °f  Tm  TT*' 

My  wor,hy  cw.,—  {-5«2S5^Ssa5»a 

Let  no  nVry  ^tars  • y°ur  fifcs> 

Let  no  light  fee  my  black  and  deep  defires. 

Theftrangeldeaofabloudyad 

Mvl*  'flu  n°ubt  alJ,my  ref°lves  diftrad. 

Himfelfn  3 u hand  connive> the  Sun 
HimfeJffliouM  wink  when  fuch  a deed  is  done— 

Andwth  hi^r  N°ble  f^ao>  he  is  ful1  of  worth  i 
Commendations  I am  fed  • 

It  is  a Feaft  to  me.  Let’s  after  him,  ' 

W hofe  care  is  gone  before  to  bid  us  welcom  : 

He  is  a macchlefs  Kinfman — — r 

Enter  Lady  Macbeth,  and  Lady  Macduff,  Lady  Macbeth 
j.  hav™ga  Letter  tn  her  hand. 

Jou  tdi  m5eOU  canie  hither> 

Are  you  in  perfed  health  ? y ’ 

, L*'Macd.  Alas  j how  can  I ? 

My  Lord,  when  Honour  call’d  him  to  the  War 
Took  w„h , him  half  of  my  divided  foul  "’ 

The  ^ " s'"* his  hofom,  lik'd  fo  well 
The  place,  that  tis  not  yet  return’d. 

La, Macb.  Methinks 

That  fhould  not  diforder  you ; for,  nodoubt 

La.Macd.  Alas  J 

The  parr  iranfpianted  from  his  breaft  to  mine 

In  all , he  h by  f?m I rt' > Ml  horc  a flaare  ’ 
n all  the  hazards  which  the  other  half 

^ Incurr’d, 


\Exitl 


C Exeunt. 
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Incurr'd,  indfill'dmy  bofo”. 'JJ'S,,*  „„w  hets  ftfe. 

,ons  ptCTaird 

upon  the  fancy  ; even  when  they  ar 

Li!ireS?^  has.not  power  enough  to  put 

r££&  » «**  rs? 

H'S'itj.  The  wS'mi&hhe  glories  gai»V  In  war, 

f»S  SSLlV 

from  others  blood,  and  kindl'd  in  ibe  Region 
Of  popular  applaufe,  in  which  they  he 
A-while  then  vanifh : and  the  very  breath 
Which  firft  inflam’d  them,  blows  them  out  agen. 

La.  Mack  1 willingly  would  read  this  Letter  •,  ut 

Her  piefence  hinders  me ; I mud  divert  her. 
ft  you  are  ill,  repofe  may  do  you  good; 

His  kft  brought  fome  imperfeft  news  of  things 

Which  in  the  lhape  of  women  greeted  him 

In  a ftrange  manner.  This  perhaps  may  gtv  ^ 

More  full  intelligence. 

Reads  Tie,  ml  m in  ,h  h, 1 *»f  ‘ ¥" f‘"> 

V ft  If  fere  and  refer  fd  me  to  the  commtng  on  of  time  5 
had  fainted  me  le/  , j have  J imparted  to  thee,  ( my 

- ¥ "off  f 

andfarcvccL 


Glamis  thou  art,  and  Cawdor , and  (halt  be 
What  ihou  ar  t promis’d  : yet  1 tear  thy  Natuie 


Has 
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Has  too  much  of  the  milk  of  humane  kindnefs 
To  take  the  neareft  way : thou  wouldft  be  great ; 

Thou  do’ft  not  want  ambition : but  the  ill 
Which  fhould  attend  it : what  thou  highly  covet’ft 
Thou  covet’ft  holily  ! alas,  thou  art 
Loath  to  play  falfe ; and  yet  would’ft  wrongly  win  ! 

Oh  how  irregular  are  thy  defires  ? 

Thou  willingly,  Great  £?/<«»»,  would’ft  enjoy 

The  end  without  the  means  • Oh  hafte  thee  thither, 

That  I may  pour  my  fpirits  in  thy  ear : 

And  chaftife  with  the  valour  of  my  tongue 
Thy  too  effeminate  defires  of  that 
Which  fupernatural  afliftance  feems 
To  Crown  thee  with.  What  may  be  your  news  ? 

Enter  Servant. 

Macb.Ser.  The  King  comes  hither  to  night. 

La.Maeb.  Th’art  mad  to  fay  it : 

Is  not  thy  Matter  with  him  ? Were  this  true. 

He  would  give  notice  for  the  preparation. 

Macb.Ser . So  pleafe  you,  it  is  true : our  Thane  is  coming 
One  of  my  fellows  had  the  (peed  of  him  ; 

Who  almoft  dead  for  breath,  had  fcarcely  more 
Than  would  make  up  his  Meifage. 

La.Maeb, See  him  well  look’d  to ; he  brings  welcome  news 
There  wou’d  be  mufick  in  a Raven’s  voice. 

Which  fhould  butcroke  the  entrance  of  the  King 
Under  my  Battlements.  Come  all  you  fpirits 
That  wait  on  mortal  thoughts  : unfex  me  here : 

Empty  my  Nature  of  humanity, 

And  fill  it  up  with  cruelty : make  thick 
My  bloud,  and  flop  all  palfage  toremorfe  j 
That  no  relapfes  into  mercy  may 
Shake  my  defign,  nor  make  it  fall  before 
’Tis  ripen’d  to  effedf ; you  murthering  fpirits, 

(Where  ere  infightlefs  fubftances  you  wait 
On  Natures  mifehief)  com,  and  fill  my  breafts 
With  Gall  inftead  of  Milk  : make  hafte  dark  night, 

And  hide  me  in  a fmoak  as  black  as  hell  5 
That  my  keen  fteel  fee  not  the  wound  it  makes : 

Nor  Heav’n  peep  through  the  Curtains  of  the  dark, 

To  cry,  hold  1 hold ! C 2 
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Enter  Macbeth* 

Great  Glamu  J worthy  Cawdor  \ 

Greater  than  both,  by  the  all-Hail  hereafter  °r 
Thy  Letters  have  tranfported  me  beyond 
My  prefent  pofture  $ 1 already  feel  f r*i 

The  future  in  the  inftant. 

Macb . Deareft  Love,  . - 

Duncan  comes  here  tonight. 

La. Macb.  When  goes  he  hence  ? 

Macb . Tomorrow  as  he  purpofes.  ' ■ ■ / 

La.Macb.O  never  1 j 4 

Never  may  any  Sun  that  morrow  fee. 

Your  face,  my  "Thane , is  as  a book,  where  men 
May  read  ftrange  matters  to  beguile  the  time. 

Be  chearful.  Sir ; bear  welcome  in  your  eye, 

Your  hand,  your  tongue  : Look  like  the  innocent  flower. 

But  be  the  Serpent  under’t : He  that’s  coming 
Muft  be  provided  for : And  you  flhall  put 
This  nights  great  bus’nefs  into  my  difpatch  ; 

Which  (hall  to  our  future  nights  and  days 
Givefoveraign  Command  : we  will  with-draw, 

And  talk  on’c  further : Let  your  looks  be  clear, 

Your  change  of  Count’nance  does  betoken  fear.  [Exeunt 

Enter  Kingy  Malcolme,  Donalbine,Banquo,  Lenox, 
Macduff,  Attendants . 

King . This  Caftle  has  a very  pleafant  feat ; 

The  air  does  fweetly  recommend  it  felt 
To  our  delighted  fenfes. 

Banq.  The  Gueft  of  Summer, 

The  Ten:  pie -haunting  Martin  by  his  choice 
O this  place  for  his  Manfion,  feems  to  tell  us, 

That  here  Heavens  breath  fmellsplcafantly,  No  window^ 
Buttrice,nor  place  of  vantage  • but  this  Bird 
Has  made  his  pendant  bed  and  cradle  where 
He  breeds  and  haunts.  I have  obferv’d  the  Air, 

?Tis  delicate. 

Enter  Lady  Macbeth. 

King.  See,  fee  our  honoured  Hoflefs, 

By  loving  us,  fome  perfons caufe  our  trouble-. 

Which  {till  we  thank  as  love ; herein  I teach 


Oj) 

You  bow  you  flhould  bid  us  welcome  for  your  pains, 

And  thank  you  for  your  trouble. 

Ln.  M*cb.  All  our  fervices 
In  every  point  twice  done,  would  prove  but  poor 
And  fingle  gratitude,  if  weigh’d  with  thefe 
Obliging  honours  which 
Your  Majefty  confers  upon  our  houfe  j 
For  dignities  of  old  and  later  date 
( Being  too  poor  to  pay  ) we  mud  be  (till 
Your  humble  debtors. 

iMacd.  Madam,  we  are  all  joyntly,  to  night,  your  trouble  5 
But  I am  your  trefpafler  upon  another  fcore. 

My  Wife,  I underftand,  has  in  my  abfence 
Retir’d  to  you. 

La.Macb.  I muft  thank  her:  for  whilftfhe  came  to  me 
Seeking  a Cure  for  her  own  folitude. 

She  brought  a remedy  to  mine : her  fears 
you,  have  fomewhatindifpos’d  her, Sir, 

7L*  noW  ^rh-drawn,  to  try  if  (he  can  fleep ; 

VVhen  (he  fhall  wake,  I doubt  not  but  your  prefence 
Will  perfe&ly  reftore  her  health. 

King.  Where’s  the  Thane  of  Cawdor  ? 

We  cours’d  him  at  the  heels,  and  had  a purpofe 
To  be  his  purveyor  : but  he  rides  well, 

And  his  great  love  ( fharp  as  his  fpur  ) has  brought  him 
Hither  before  us.  Fa  r and  Noble  Ladv, 

We  are  your  Guefts  to  night. 

La.'JM,acb.  Your  (ervants 
Should  make  their  Audit  at  your  pleafure,  Sir, 

And  (till  return  it  as  their  debt. 

King.  Give  me  your  hand. 

Condua  me  to  CMacbeth : we  love  him  highly, 

And  mall  continue  oifr  affetfion  to  him.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Macbeth. 

Macb.  I,  u were  well  when  done  ; then  it  were  well 
It  were  done  quickly  •,  if  his  Death  might  be 
Without  the  Death  of  nature  in  my  fdf, 

And  killing  my  own  reft ; it  wou’d  fufface  ; 

But  deeds  of  this  complexion  (till  return 
To  plague  the  doer,  and  deftroy  his  peace  : 

C l 


Yet 
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Yet  let  me  think ; he’s  here  in  double  trufL 
Firft,  as  I am  his  Kinfman,  and  his  Subjeft, 

Strong  both  agamft  the  Deed  : then  as  his  Hod, 

Who  (hould  againft  this  murderer  fhut  the  door. 

Not  bear  the  fword  my  felf.  Befides,  this  Duncan 
Has  born  his  faculties  fo  meek*  and  been 
So  clear  in  his  great  Office  ; that  his  Virtue  s. 

Like  Angels,  plead  againftfo  black  a deed  ; 

Vaulting  Ambition  ! rhou  o’re-leap’ft  thy  felf 
To  fall  upon  another : now,  what  news  ? 

Enter  L.  Macbeth# 

L.Macb.  H’has  almoftfupp’d:why  have  you  left  the  chamber  ? 
Macb.  Has  he  enquir’d  for  me  ? 

L.  <JMacb,  You  know  he  has  1 

Macb.  We  will  proceed  no  farther  in  this  bufinefs : 

H’has  honoured  me  of  late  * and  I have  bought 
Golden  opinions  from  all  forts  of  people, 

Which  fhould  be  worn  now  in  their  neweft  glofs, 

Not  caft  afide  fo  foon# 

L . dWacb . Was  the  hope  drunk 
Wherein  you  drefs’d  your  felf  ? has  it  flept  fince  ? 

And  wakes  it  now  to  lookfo  pale  and  fearful 
Ac  what  it  wilhtfo  freely  f Can  you  fear 
To  be  the  fame  in  your  own  aft  and  valour, 

As  in  defire  you  are  ? would  you  enjoy 
What  you  repute  the  Ornament  of  Life, 

And  live  a Coward  in  your  own  efteem  ? 

You  dare  not  venture  on  the  thing  you  wifh: 

But  (till  wou’d  be  in  came  expeftancc  of  it, 

Macb.  I prethce  peace  ; I dare  do  all  that  may 
Become  a man  ; he  who  dares  more,  is  none. 

L . Macb.  What  Beaft  then  made  you  break  this  Enterprize 
To  me  ? when  you  did  that,  you  were  a man  : 

Nay,  to  be  more  than  what  you  were,  you  would 
Be  fo  much  more  the  man.  Nor  time  nor  place 
Did  then  adhere  ; and  yet  you  wilVd  for  both ; 

And  now  th’nave  made  themfelves  ^ how  you  betray 
Your  Cowardize  ? I’ve  given  fuck,  and  know 
How  tender  ’cis  to  love  the  Babe  that  milks  me  : 

I would,  whilft  it  was  imiltng  in  my  face, 


Have 


Have  pluckt  my  Nipple  from  hisbonelefs  gums. 

And  da(ht  the  brains  our,  had  I forefolv’d, 

As  you  have  done  for  this. 

Macb.  If  we  fhould  fail : — — 

L.  Macb.  How  fail  t 

Bring  but  your  Courage  to  the  fatal  place. 

And  we’l  not  fail ; when  Duncan  is  afleep, 

(To  which  the  pains  of  this  days  journey  will 
Soundly  invite  him)  his  two  Chamberlains 
I will  with  wine  and  waffel  fo  convince ; 

That  memory  (thecentry  of  the  brain) 

Shall  be  a fume  5 and  the  receipt  of  reafon, 

A limbeck  only : when,  in  fwiniflhfleep, 

Their  natures  (hall  lie  drench’d,  as  in  their  Death, 
What  cannot  you  and  I perform  upon 
His  fpungy  Officers  ? we’l  make  them  bear 
The  guilt  of  our  black  Deed. 

Macb.  Bring  forth  men-children  only ; 

For  thy  undaunted  temper  fhould  produce 
Nothing  but  males : but  yet  when  we  have  mark’d 
Thofe  of  his  Chamber  (whilft  they  are  afleep) 

With  Duncans  blood,  and  us’d  their  very  daggers  ; 

I fear  it  will  not  be,  with  eafe,  believ’d 
That  they  have  don’t. 

L.  Macb.  Who  dares  believe  it  otherwife, 

As  we  lhall  make  our  griefs  and  clamours  loud 
After  his  death  ? 

Macb.  I’m  fetled,  and  will  ftretch  up 
Each  fainting  Anew  to  this  bloody  a<ft. 

Come,  let’s  delude  the  time  with  faireft  (how, 

Fain’d  looks  muft  hide  what  the  falfe  heart  does  know. 


ACT,  II.  SCENE,  I. 


Enter  Banquo  and  Fleame. 

'Banquo.  T OW  goes  the  night,  Boy  ? 

11  lleame.  I have  not  heard  the  Clock, 
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But  the  Moon  is  down. 

Banq.  And  ("he  goes  down  at  twelve. 

F^ea-  I take’t  ’tis  late  Sir,  £ Ex  p[eaffh 

Banq.  An  heavy  fummons  lies  like  lead  upon  me  • 

Nature  wou’d  have  me  deep,  and  yet  I fain  wou’d  wake : 

Merciiul  powers  reftrain  me  in  thefe  curfed  thoughts 
That  thus  difturb  my  reft. 

, , Enter  Macbeth  and.  Servant. 

V\  ho  s there  ? Macbeth^  a friend. 

Banq.  What,  Sir,  not  yet  at  reft  ? the  King’s  a-bed  5 
He  has  been  to  night  in  an  untffual  pleafure ; 

He  to  your  lervants  has  been  bountiful. 

And  with  this  Diamond  he  greets  your  wife 
By  the  obliging  name  of  tnoft  kind  Hoftefs. 

~rM/cb:  The  KinS  taking  us  unprepar’d,  reftratn’d  our  power 
Of  fervmg  him  ; which  elfe  fhould  have  wrought  more  free. 
Banq.  All’s  well. 

I dream  d laft  night  of  the  three  weyward  Sifters 
To  you  they  have  fliewn  fome  truth. 

^ Macb.  I think  not  of  them  ; 

Yet,^  when  we  can  intreat  an  hour  or  two, 

We’l  fpend  it  in  fome  wood  upon  that  bufinefs. 

Banq.  At  your  kindeft  leifure. 

Macb  If  when  the  Prophefie  begins  to  look  like  truth 
i ou  will  adhere  to  me,  it  fhall  make  honour  for  you. 

Banq.  So  I lofe  none  in  feeking  to  augment  it,  but  ftill 
Keeping  my  bofom  free,  and  my  Allegiances  dear, 

I dial]  be  counfell’d.  & 


Macb.  Good  repofe  the  while. 

Tr  IS  t0  yOUi5r- , * [£*.  Banq, to, 

Macb.  Go  bid  your  Miftrefs,  when  fine  is  undreft. 

To  ftrtke  the  Clofet-bell  and  I’lc  go  to  bed. 

Is  this  a dagger  which  I fee  before”me  ? 

i he  hilt  draws  towards  my  hand  •,  come,  let  me  grafp  thee  • 

1 have  thee  not,  and  yet  I fee  thee  ftill ; 

Art  thou  not  fatal  Vilion,  fenfible 

To  feeling  as  to  fight  ? or,  art  thou  but 

A dagger  of  the  mind,  a falfe  creation 

Proceeding  from  the  brain,  oppreft  W'ith  hear. 

My  eyes  are  made  the  fools  of  th’other  fenfes ; 


Or 
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Orelfe  worth  all  the  reft  : I fee  thee  (till, 

And  on  thy  blade  are  ftains  of  reeking  blood.' 

It  is  the  bloody  bufinefs  that  thus 
Informs  my  eye-fight ; now,  to  half  the  world 
Nature feems  dead,  and  wicked  dreams  infeft 
The  health  of  fleep  5 now  witchcraft  celebrates 
Pale  Heccate\ Offerings ; now  murder  is 
Alarm’d  by  his  nights  Centinel:  the  wolf, 

VVhofe  howling  feems  the  watch-word  to  the  dead : 

But  whilft  I talk,  he  lives : hark,  1 amfummon’d* 

0 Duncan^  hear  it  not,  for  ’tis  a bell  ,, 

That  rings  my  Coronation,  and  thy  Knell.  \_Exit. 

Enter  Lady  Macbeth. 

La.  Mach.  That  which  made  them  drunk,  has  made  me  bold  ; 
What  has  quenched  them,  hath  given  new  fire  to  me. 

Heark ; oh,  it  was  the  Owl  that  (hriek’d  • 

The  fatal  Bell-man  that  oft  bids  good  night 
Todyin®  men,  he  is  about  it ; the  doors  are  open,  .. 

And  whilft  the  furfeited  Grooms  negleft  their  charges  for  fleep, 
Nature  and  death  are  now  contending  in  them. 

Enter  Macbeth. 

Mach.  Who’s  there? 

La.  Macb.  Alas  I amafraid  they  are  awak’d, 

And  ’tis  not  done ; the  attempt  without  the  deed 
Would  ruine  us.  I laid  the  daggers  ready, 

He  could  not  mifs  themj  and  had  he  not  refembl’d 
My  Father,  as  he  flept,  I would  have  don’t 
My  Husband. 

Macb.  I have  done  the  deed,  didft  thou  not  hear  a nolle  ? 

La.  Macb.  I heard  the  Owl  fcream,  and  the  Crickets  cry, 

Did  not  you  fpeak  ? 

Macb.  When? 

La.  Macb.  Now. 

Macb.  Who  lies  i’th’  Anti-chamber  ? 

La.  Macb.  Eonalbatn. 

Macb.  This  is  a difmal  fight. 

La.  Macb.  A foolifh  thought  to  fay  a difmal  fight. 

Macb.  There  is  one  did  laugh  as  he  fecurely  flept. 

And  one  cry’d  Murder,  that  they  wak’d  each  other. 

1 flood  and  heard  them ; but  they  faid  their  Prayers, 

D And 


08) 

And  then  addreft  themfclves  to  fleep  again.' 

La  M&cb*  There  art  two  lodg’d  together. 

Macb.  One  cry’d,  Heaven  blefs  us*  the  other  faid,  Amen : 

As  they  had  feen  me  with  thefe  Hang-mans  hands, 

Silenc’d  with  fear*  I cou’d  not  fay  *Mmen 
When  they  did  fay,  Heaven  blefs  us* 

La.  Macb.  Confider  it  not  fo  deeply. 

Macb.  But,  wherefore  could  not  1 pronounce.  Amen  ? 

I had  mod  need  of  bleffing,  and  Amen 
Stuck  in  my  throat. 

Lao  Macb . Thefe  deeds  fhou’d  be  forgot  asfoon  as  done* . 
Left  they  diftraft  the  doer. 

Macb.  Methoughts  I heard  a noife  cry,  deep  no  more  : . 
Macbeth  has  murder’d  fleep,  the  innocent  fleep ; 

Sleep,  that  locks  up  the  fenfes  from  their  care ; 

The  death  of  each  days  life  3 tir’d  labours  bath  5 
Balm  of  hurt ; minds  great  natures  fecond  courfe  3 
Chief  nouriftier  in  life’s  feaft. 

La.  Macb.  What  do  you  mean  ? 

Macb.  Still  it  cry’d*  fleep  no  more,  to  all  the  houfe. 

Glamis  hath  murder’d  fleep,  and  therefore  Cawdor 
Shall  fleep  no  more 3 \Macbetb  fhall  fleep  no  more. 

Lao  Macb.  Why  do  you  dream  thus  ? go  get  fome  water 
And  cleanfc  this  filthy  witnefs  from  your  hands. 

Why  did  you  bring  the  daggers  from  the  place  ? 

They  muft  be  there,  go  carry  them,  and  ftain 
The  fleepy  Grooms  with  blood. 

Macb.  I’le  go  no  more  3 
I am  afraid  to  think  what  I have  done. 

What  then  with  looking  on  ir,  fhall  Ido? 

La.  fJMacb.  Give  me  the  daggers,  the  fleeping  and  the  dead 
Are  but  as  pi&ures ; ’tis  the  eye  of  childhood 
That  fears  a painted  Devil  : with  his  blood 
l’le  ftain  the  faces  of  the  Grooms ; by  that 
It  will  appear  their  guilt.  [ Ex . La.  Macbeth . 

[Knock  within. 

Macb.  What  knocking's  that  ? 

How  is’t  with  me,  when  every  noife  affrights  me  ? 

What  hands  are  here  1 can  the  Sea  afford 
Water  enough  to  wafh  way  the  ftains  l 
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No,  they  would  fooner  add  atinfture  to 
The  Sea,  and  turn  the  green  into  a red. 

Enter  Lady  Macbeth^ 

La.  Macbeth.  My  hands  are  of  your  colour ; but  I fcorn 
To  wear  an  heart  fo  white.  Heark,  £ Knock * 

I hear  a knocking  at  the  Gate : to  your  Chamber  • 

A little  water  clears  us  of  this  deed. 

Your  fear  has  left  you  unmann’d ; heark,  more  knoching. 

Get  on  your  Gown,  left  occafions  call  us. 

And  (hews  us  to  be  watchers ; be  not  loft 
So  poorly  in  your  thoughts.  £Exit* 

Macb . Difguis’d  in  blood,  I fcarce  can  find  my  way. 

Wake  Duncan  with  this  knocking,  wou’d  thou  could’ft.  £. Exit • 
Enter  Lenox  and  Macbeth’/  Servant . 

Lenox . You  fleepfoundly,  that  fo  much  knocking 
Could  not  wake  you. 

Serv . Labour  by  day  caufes  reft  by  night. 

Enter  Macduff. 

Len.  See  the  noble  dfrtacdujf. 

Good  morrow  my  Lord,  have  you  obferv'd 
How  great  a mift  does  now  poffefs  the  air ; 

It  makes  me  doubt  whether’c  be  day  or  night. 

Macd.  Rifing  this  morning  early,  I went  to  look  out  of  my 
Window,  and  I cou’d  fcarce  fee  farther  than  my  breath  ; 

The  darknefs  of  the  night  brought  but  few  obje&s 
To  our  eyes,  but  too  many  to  our  ears. 

Strange  claps  and  creekings  of  the  doors  were  heard  ; 

The  Screech-Oyl  with  his  fcreams,  feem’d  to  foretel 
Some  deed  more  black  than  night. 

Enter  Macbeth. 

CMacd.  Is  the  King  ftirring  ? 

Macb . Not  yet. 

Macd.  He  did  command  me  to  attend  him  early  $ 

I have  almoft  flip’d  the  hour. 

Macb.  I’ll  bring  you  to  him. 

Macd.  I know  this  is  a joyful  trouble  to  you. 

Macb . The  labour  we  delight  in,  gives  ^ 

That  door  will  bring  you  to  him. 

Ato/. I’ll  make  bold  to  call-, for  ’cis  my  limited  fervice.CEx./J/^i 
Len . Goes  the  King  hence  to  day  ? 

D 2 Macb.  So 
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Much,  Sohedefign*. 

Len.  The  night  has  been  unruly  r 
Where  we  lay,  our  chimneys  vvere  blow i down  i ; _ 

And,  as  they  fay,  terrible  groanings  were  heard  uh  air . 

Strange  fcreams  of  death,  whicbfeem’d  to  prophefie 
More  ftrange  events,  fill’d  divers, . 

Some  fay  the  Earth  (hook. 

Much.  ’Twas  a rough  night.  fctw ' 

Len.  My  young  remembrance  cannot  recoiled  us  feho 
Enter  Macduft. 

Macd.  Oh  horror  l horror  l horror ! 

Which  no  heart  can  conceive,  nor  tongue  can  ut  er.  • 

What’s  the  matter  ? 

Len . I . „ 

Macd.  Horror  has  done  its  worft: 

Moft  factilegious  murder  has  broke  open 
The  Lord’s  anointed  Temple,  and  ftole  thence 

The  life  o’th’  building.  . 

Macb.  What  is’t  you  fay  ; tneltie? 

Len.  Meaning  his  Majefty.  r , 

Macd.  Approach  the  Chamber,  and  behold  a fight 
Enough  to  turn  fpedatots  into  done. 

I cannot  fpeak,  fee,  and  then  fpeak  your  felves : _ 

Ring  the  Alarum-bell.  Awake,  awake, 

Murther,Treafonj  'BanqucyMalcm,  and  Donalbatn , 

Shake  of  your  downy  deep.  Death  s counterfeit ; 

And  look  on  Death  it  felf ; uP,up,  and  fee, 

As  from  your  Graves,  rife  up,  and  walk  like  fpmt!j|  lenrms. 

To  countenance  this  horror ; rinS  the  Rcl1*  - l & 

Enter  Lady  Macbeth. 

La.Macb.  What’s  the  bufinefs,  that  at  this  dead  of  night 

You  alar’m  us  from  our  reft  ? 

Macd.  O,  Madam ! 

’Tis  not  for  you  to  hear  what  I can  IpeaK  . 

The  repetition  in  a womans  ear 
Would  do  another  murther. 

Enter  Banquo.  , 

Oh  Banquo,  Banquo,  our  Royal  Matter's  murther  d . 

La.-M3.ib . Ah  me!  mourhoufe?  , 

sane,.  The  deed’s  too  cruel  any  where,  Msdnjf , ^ 
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Ob,  that  you  could  but  contradid  your  felf. 

And  fay  it  is  not  true. 

Enter  Macbeth  and  Lenox. 
tJMacb.  Had  I but  dy’d  an  hour  before  this  chance,' 

I had  liv’d  a bleffed  time  ; for,  from  this  inftant, 

There’s  nothing  in’t  worth  a good  mans  care  j 

All  is  but  toys.  Renown  and  Grace  are  dead. 

Enter  Malcolm,  and  Donalbaiiu 
Donah  What  is  amifs  ? 

Macb . You  are,  and  do  not  know’t  ; 

The  fpring,  the  head,  the  fountain  of  your  bloud 
Is  Rop’d  ; the  very  fource  of  it  is  ftop’d. 

Macd . Your  Royal  Father’s  murther’d.  • 

Male . Murther’d  J by  whom  t 

Len.  Thofe  of  his  Chamber,  as  it  feem’d,  had  don't  ; , 

Their  hands  and  faces  were  all  Rain’d  with  bloud  : 

So  were  their  Daggers,  which  we  found  unwip’d, 

Upon  their  Pillows.  Why  was  the  life  of  one, 

So  much  above  the  beft  of  men,  entrufted 
To  the  hands  of  two,  fo  much  below 
Jhe  worft  of  beafts  ? 

Macb . Then  I repent  me  I fo  rafhly  kill’d  e’ro. 

Macd.  Why  did  you  fo  ? 

Macb . Who  can  be  prudent  and  amaz’d  together ; 

Loyal  and  neutral  in  a moment  ? No  man. 

Th’  expedition  of  my  violent  love 
Out-ran  my  paufing  reafon  ; I faw  Duncany 
Whofe  gaping  wounds  look’d  like  a breach  in  nature*  * 

Where  ruine  enter’d  there.  I faw  the  Murtherers 
Steep’d  in  the  colours  of  (heir  trade  ; their  Daggers 
Being  yet  unwip’d,  feem’d  to  own  the  deed, 

And  call  for  vengeance  $ who  could  then  refrain,  . 

That  had  an  heart  to  love  5 aifd  in  that  heart 
Courage  to  manifeft  his  affedion? 

La. Macb.  Oh,  oh,  oh.  \Faints. 

Macd . Look  to  the  Lady.  - 
Mai.  Why  arc  wefilent  now,  that  have  fo  large 
An  argument  for  forrow  ? 

Donah  What  fhould  be  fpoken  here,  where  our  Fate  may  rufli 
Suddenly  upon  us,, and  as  if  it  lay 
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Hid  infome  corner $ make  our  death  fucceed 
The  ruine  of  our  Father  e*re  we  are  aware. 

Macd. T find  this  place  too  publick  for  true  forrow  : 

Let  us  retire,  and  mourn  : but  firft, 

Guarded  by  Vertue,  I am  refolv’d  to  find 
The  utmoft  of  this  bufinefs. 

Bunt}.  And  I.  h 

Macb. And  all* 

Let  all  of  us  take  manly  refolution; 

And  two  hours  hence  meet  together  in  the  Hall 
To  queftion  this  moft  bloudy  Fad. 

Banq.  We  fhall  be  ready,  Sir.  x.all but  Malc^and Donalb • 
Malc.SNhzt  will  you  do  ? 

Let’s  notconfort  with  them : 

Tofliew  an  unfelt-forrow,  is  an  office 
Which  falfe  men  do  with  eafe. 

I’ll  to  England.  * 

Donal.  To  Ireland  Tm  refolv’d  to  fleer  my  courfe ; 

Our  feparated  fortune  may  proted  our  perfons 
Where  we  are  : Daggers  lie  hid  under  mens  fmiles. 

And  the  nearer  fome  men  are  allied  to  our  bloud, 

The  more,  I fear,  they  feek  to  (lied  it. 

kMalc. This  murtherous  Shaft  that’s  (hot, 

Hath  not  yet  lighted  • and  our  fafeft  way 
Is,  to  avoid  the  aim  : then  let’s  to  horfe. 

And  ufe  no  ceremony  in  taking  leave  of  any.  [ Exeunt . 

SCENE  the  Fourth. 

Enter  Lenox  and  Seaton. 

Seaton.  I can  remember  well, 

Within  the  compafs  of  w7hichtime  I’ve  feen 
Hours  dreadful,  and  things  ftrange  5 but  this  one  night 
Has  made  that  knowledge  void. 

Lcn . Thou  feed  the  Heavens,  as  troubled  w7ith  mans  ad, 
Threaten’d  this  bloudy  day:  by  th’hour  ’cis  day, 

And  yet  dark  night  does  cover  all  the  skie. 

As  if  it  had  quite  blotted  out  the  Sun. 

It’s  nights  predominance,  or  the  days  fharne 
Makes  darknefs  thus  ufurp  the  place  of  light. 

Seat . *Tis  ftrange  and  unnatural, 

Even  like  the  deed  that’s  done  5 on  Tuefday  laft3 


A Faul- 
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A Faulcon  rowring  in  her  height  of  pridcj 
Was  by  a moufing  Ow/ hawk’d  ar,  and  kill’d. 

Len.  And  ‘Duncan' s Hotfesj  which  before  were  tame, 
Did  on  a fudden  change  their  gentle  natures. 

And  became  wild  5 they  broke  out  of  their  Stables* 

As  if  they  would  make  war  with  mankind. 

Seat.  ’Tis  faid  they  eat  each  other. 

Len . They  did  fo. 

To  th’amazement  of  thofeeyes  that  faw  it. 

Enter  Macduff. 

Here  comes  the  good  Macduff : 

How  goes  the  world.  Sir,  now  ? 

Len . Is’t  known  who  did  this  more  than  bloudy  deed  ? 
Macd.Thofe  that  <. Macbeth  hath  (lain  are  mod  fufpedted. 
Len.  Alas,  what  good  could  they  pretend  ? 

Macd.lt  is  fuppos’d  they  were  fuborn’d. 

Malcolm  and  Donalbain , the  Kings  two  Sons, 

Are  ftoln  away  from  Court, 

.Which  puts  upon  themfufpition  of  the  deed. 

Len.  Unnatural  ftill. 

Could  their  ambition  prompt  them  to  deftroy 
The  means  of  their  own  life. 

Macd.  You  are  free  to  judge 
Of  their  deportment  as  youpleafe;  butmoft 
Men  think  e’m  guilty, 

Len.  Then  ’tis  moft  like  the  Soveraignty  will  fall 
Upon  tMacbetls. 

Macd.  He  is  already  nam’d,  and  gone  to  Scone 
To  be  inverted. 

Len.  Where’s  Duncan's  body  ? 

Afacd.Ca.vrwd  to  Colmehill, 

The  facred  Store-houfe  of  his  PredecefTors. 

Len.  Will  you  to  Scone  ? 

Macd.'d o,  Coufin,  I’ll  to  Fyfe: 

My  Wife  and  Children  frighted  at  the  Alar’m 
Of  this  fad  news,  have  thither  led  the  way, 

And  I’ll  follow  them  : may  the  King  you  go 
To  fee  inverted,  prove  as  great  and  good 
As  Duncan  was ; but  I’m  in  doubt  of  it. 

New  Robes  nere  as  the  old  fo  eafie fit. 


[Exeunt 

SCENES 
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SCENE;  An  Hath. 

Enter  Lady  Macduff,  Maid,  andServMt. 

Li.  Macd.  Art  fare  this  is  the  place  my  Lord  appointed 
Us  to  meet  him  ? 

Serv.  This  is  the  entrance  o’th’  Heath  ; and  here 
He  order’d  me  to  attend  him  with  the  Chariot. 

La.Macd.  How  fondly  did  my  Lord  conceive  that  we 
Should  fliun  the  place  of  danger  by  our  flight 
From  Ever »efs  I The  darkncfs  of  the  day 
Makes  the  Heath  feem  the  gloomy  walks  of  death. 

We  are  in  danger  dill : they  who  dare  here 
Truft  Providence,  may  truft  it  any  where. 

Maid.  But  this  place,  Madam,  is  more  free  from  terror : 

Laft  night  methoughts  I heard  a difmal  noife 
Offlirieks  and  groanings  in  the  air. 

La.Macd.  ’Tis  true,  this  is  a place  of  greater  filence  ,; 

Not  fo  much  troubled  with  the  groans  of  thofe 
That  die ; nor  with  the  out-cries  of  the  living. 

Maid.  Yes,  I \ ave  heard  (lories,  how  fome  men 
Have  in  fuc’n  lonely  places  been  affrighted 
With  dreadful  (hapes  and  noifes.  [Macdujf  hollows. 

La.Macd . But  hark,  my  Lord  fure  hollows  j 
‘.Tis  he  ; anfwer  him  quickly. 

Serv.  Ulo,  ho,  ho,  ho. 

Enter  Macduff. 

_ La.  Macd.  Now  I begin  to  fee  him  : are  you  a foot, 

-My  Lord  ? 

Macd.  Knowing  the  way  to  be  both  fhort  and  eafle, 

And  that  the  Chariot  did  attend  me  here, 

I have  adventur’d.  Where  are  our  Children  ? 

La.Macd.  They  are  fecurely  fleeping  in  the  Chariot. 

Firft  Song  by  witches. 

i witch . Speak,  Sifter,  fpeak ; is  the  deed  done  ? 

z witch.  Long  ago,  long  ago : 

Above  twelve  glalfes  fince  have  run. 

j witch.  Ill  deeds  are  feidom  flow  } 

Nor  Angle  : following  crimes  on -former  wait. 

The  word  of  creatures  faded  propagate. 

Many  more  murders  mud  this  one  enfue, 

As  if  in  death  were  propagation  too. 

2 Witch • 
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% witch.  He  will# 

I witch.  He  (hall. 

5 witch.  He  muft  fpill  much  more  bloud  ; 

And  become  worfe,  to  make  his  Title  good, 
i witch.  How  let’s  dance# 
z witch.  Agreed# 

3 witch.  Agreed. 

4 witch . Agreed* 

Chorus . We  (hou’d  rejoyce  when  good  Kings  bleed* 

When  Cartel  die,  about  we  go. 

What  then*when  Monarchs  perifti,  fhould  we  do  ? 
Macd.  What  can  this  be? 

La. Mac d.  This  is  rnoft  ftrange : but  why  Teem  you  affraid  ? 
Can  you  be  capable  of  fears,  who  have 
So  often  caus’d  it  in  your  Enemies  > 

Macd.  It  was  an  helliftiSong,  I cannot  dread 
Ought  that  is  mortal ; but  this  is  fomething  more. 

# Second  Song. 

Lei s have  a dance  upon  the  Heath  • 

We  gain  more  life  by  Duncan’i  death. 

Sometimes  like  brinded  Cats  we  J hew , 

Having  no  mujick  but  our  mew. 

Sometimes  we  dance  in  fome  old  kMill, 

Upon  the  Hopper , Stones,  and  wheel. 

To  fome  old  Saw,  or  Bardifb  Rhime , 
where fill  the  Mid-clack  does  keep  time . 

Sometimes  about  an  hodow  tree , 

A round , around,  a round  dance  we. 

Thither  the  chirping  Cricket  comes , 

And  Beetle , finging  drowjie  hums. 

Sometimes  we  dance  ire  Fens  and  Furs , 

To  howls  of  Wolves , and  barks  of  Curs. 

And  when  with  none  of  thofe  we  meet , 

We  dance  to  th9  Ecchoes  of  our  feet. 

At  the  night- Raven  s difmal  voice , 

Whilfl  others  tremble , we  rejoyce  ; . 

And  nimbly , nimbly  dance  we  fttd 
To  th9  £ echoes  from  an  hodow  Hid • 

Macd.  I am  glad  you  are  not  affraid. 

La. Macd.  I would  not  willKiigJy  to  fear  fubmic  : 
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None  can  fear  ill,  but  thofe  that  merit  i u 


Macd.  Am  I made  bold  by  her  ? How  ftrong  aiguaJhd 
Is  innocence  > If  any  one  would  be 
Reputed  valiant,  let  him  learn  of  you ; 

Vertue  both  courage  is,  and  fafety  too*  [A  dma 


Enter  two  Witches . 


{A  dance  of  witches. 


Macd.  Thefe  feem  foul  fpirits ; I’ll  fpeak  to**euH. 

If  you  can  any  thing  by  more  than  nature  know.; 

You  may  in  thefe  prodigious  times  fore- tell  ! j • - 

Some  ill  we  may  avoid. 

t witch.  Savingtby .bLoud . wdlotaufeitt^nbeihed  $ 

2 witch.  He’ll  bleed  by  thee,  by  wbodi  tfabifliftrft  haft  bled. 

3 W'Uchi  Thy  Wife  fhallfbiinnmg  danger^.  daggers  fiud, 

And  fatal  be,  to  whom  flhe  moft  is  kind  {Ex. witches. 

La. Macd.  Why  are  you  alter’d,  Sic  > Be  nptfaaboughtful : 

The  MefTengers  of  Darknefs  never  fpake  ! r ' : I * va' 

To  men,  but  to  deceive  them.  ■ ' t : n ) 

Macd.  Their  words  feem  to  fore- tell  feme  dire  Predi&ionsi 
La.  Macd.  He  that  believes  ill  news  from  fuch  as  thefe, 
Deferves  to  find  it  true*  Their  words  are  like 
Their  fhape  \ nothing  but  Fi&ion* 

Let’s  haften  to  our  journey.  ; 1 

Macd.  I’ll  take  your  counfef  $ior  tapermit 
Such  thoughts  upon  our  memodes'to-dwel'l,  •'  t u V; 


Will  make  our  min  1 1 ° rrT  11  untomnesl 


BanqS T^Hou  haft  it  now,  King,  Cawdor,  Gkmk,ft 
X As  the  three  Sifters  pronivisM  • but  I-fear 
Thou  plaid’ft  moft  foully  for’c : yet  it  was  faid 
It  fhould  not  ftand  iji  thy  Pofterity : 

But  that  my  felf  fhould  be  the  Root  and  Father 
Of  Many  Kings ; they  told  thee  truth. 

Why,{ince  their  promife  was  made  good  to  thee. 
May  they  not  be  my  Or  acles  as  well  * 


Enter 
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"Enter  Macbeth,  Lenox,  and  Attendants', 

Math.  Here’s  our  chief  Gueft,  if  he  had  been  forgotten, 

It  had  been  want  of  mufick  to  our  Feaft. 

To  night  we  hold  a folemn  Supper,  Sir  ; 

And  all  requeftyour  prefence. 

Banq.  Your  Majefty  lays  your  command  on  me, 

To  which  my  duty  is  to  obey. 

Mach,  Ride  you  this  afternoon  ? 

•Banq.  Yes,  Royal,  Sir. 

Macb.  We  (hould  have  elfe  defired  your  good  advice, 
(Which  ftill  hath  been  both  grave  and  profperous ) 

In  this  days  Counfel;  but  we’ll  take  tomorrow. 

Is’t  far  you  ride  ? * ! 

Banq.  As  far.  Great  Sirj  as  will  take  up  the  time : 

Go  not  my  horfe  the  better, 

1 muft  become  a borrower  of  the  night. 

For  a dark  hour  or  two. 

Macb.  Fail  not  our  Feaft* 

. Banq . My  Lord,  I (hall  not. 

Macb.  We  hear  our  bloudy  Coufins  are  beftovv’d 
In  England , and  in  Ireland ; not  confefling 
Their  cruel  Parricide ; filling  their  hearers 
With  ftrange  invention.  But,  of  that  to  morrow. 

Goes  your  Son  with  you  ? 

Banq. He  does  $ and  our  time  now  calls  upon  us. 

Macb.  I with  your  Horfes  fvvift,  and  fure  of  foot. 

Farevvel.  [£jc.  Banqitc. 

Let  every  man  be  Matter  of  his  time ; 

Till  fevcn  at  night,  to  make  fociety* 

The  more  welcome  ; we  will  our  felves  Withdra  w, 


And  be  alone  till  fupper. 
isMacdduff departed  frowningly,  perhaps 
He  is  grown  jealous ; he  and  Banqut' muft 
Embrace  the  fame  Fate. 

Do  thofe  men  attend  our  pleafure  ? 

Serv.  They  do  , and  wait  without. 
iMacb.  Bring  them  before  us. 

I am  no  King  til  1 am  fafely  fo. 

My  fears  (lick  deep  in  Banquo's  Succeffors  ; 
And  in  his  Royalty  of  Nature  reigns  that 

E t 


\Exeunt  Lords. 


[Ex. Servant. 


Which 
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Which  wou’d  be -fear’d • He  dares  do  much  5 
And  to  that  dauntlefs  temper  of  his  mind, 

He  hath  a wifdom  that  doth -guide  his  valour 
To  a ft  in  fafety.  Under  him 
My  Genius  is  rebuk’d  : he  chid  the  Sifters 
When  firft  they  put  the  name  of  King  upon  me* 

And  bad  them  fpeak  to  him.  Then,  Rrppbetritke* 

They  hail’d  him  Father  to  a Lipe  of  Kings.  : - o'. 

Upon  my  head  they  placed  afruitlefs  Crown* 

And  put  a barren  Scepter  in  my  hand 
Thence  to  be  wrefted  by  another*  Race  *y 
No  Son  of  mine  fuccceding  : if Y be  (o;  » t 

For  Banquo' s lffue,l  have  ftain’d  my  foul  < 

For  them  : the  gracious  ‘Duncan  1 have  murder -d:f 
Rather  than  fo,  I will  attempt  yet  further*  i ; • 

And  blot  our,  by  their  bloud,  what  e’re 
Iswrittenof  them  in  the  book  of  Fate*  * . 

Enter  Servant , and  two  Mur  there  rs. 

Wait  you  without  and  ftay  there  till  we  call.  v [ 'Ex.Scrvant 

Was  it  not  yefterday  we  fpoke  together  ? 

1 Murth . It  was,  fo  pleafe  your  Highnefs. 

Macb . And  have  you  fince  confidered  what  I told  you  > 

How  it  was  Banquo , who  in  former  times 
Held  you  fo  much  in  flavery  ^ . 

Wh:Ift  you  wcie  guided  to fufpeft  my  innocence. 

This  I made  good  to  you  in  your  laft  conference  5 
How  you  were  born  in  hand  ; how  croft  ; 

The  Inftruments,  who  wrought  with  them. 

2 Mur* You  made  it  known  to  us. 

Macb . I did  fo  • and  now  let  me  reafon  with  you  1 

Do  you  find  your  patience  fo  predominant 
In  your  nature. 

As  tamt  ly  to  remit  thofe  injuries } 

A*  e you  fo  Gofpell’d  to  pray  for  this  good  man*. 

And  for  his  Iifue ; whofc  heavy  hand 
H ith  bow’d  you  to  the  Grave,  and  beggar’d 
Yours  for  ever  * 

1 Mur.  We  are  men,  my  Liege. 

Macb.  Ay,  in  the  catalogue  you  go  for  men  * 

As  Hounds,  and  Grty-hounds^Mungre Is,  Spaniels,  Curs, 

Shoiigh 


Shoughs,  water-rugs,  and  demi-wolvcs,  are  all 
Call'd  by  the  name  of  dogs ; the  lift  of  which 
Diftinguifhes  the  fwift,  the  flow,  the  fubtil, 

The  houfe- keeper,  the  hunter,  cvety  one 
According  to  the  gift  which  bounteous  Nature 
Hath  beftow’Aon  him ; and  fo  of  men. 

Now,  if  you  have  a ftation  in  the  lift, 

Nor  i’ch’worft  rank  of  manhood -fay ’r,  ^ : * 

And  I will  put  that  bufinefs  in  your  bofpmsj 
Which,  if  perform’d,  will  rid  you  of  your  enemy. 

And  will  endear  you  to  the  love  of  us. 

2 oWur.  I am  one,  my  Liege, 

Whom  the  vile  blows,  and  malice  of  the  Age 
Hath  fo  incens’d,  that  I care  not  what  I do 
To  fpight  the  World. 

1 Mur . And  I another, 

So  weary  with  ditafters,  and  fo  infli&ed  by  fortune. 

That  I would  fet  my  life  on  any  chance. 

To  mend  it,  or  to  lofe  ir. 

Much.  Both  of  you  know  was  your  enemy, 

2 Mur.  True,  my  Lord* 

Macb.  So  is  he  mine ; and  though!  could 
With  open  power  take  him  from  my  fight* 

And  bid  my  wilt  avouch  it  y yet  I muft  not ; 

For  certain  friends  that  are  both  his  and  mine  $ 

Whofe  loves  I may  not  hazard  > Would  ill  ^ 

Refent  a publick  procefs : and  thence  it  is 
That  I do  your  affiftance  crave,  to  mask 
The  bufinefs  from  the  common  eye. 

2 dvlur.  Wc  lhall,  my  Lord, perform  what  you  command 

i c Mur.  Though  our  lives 

Macb.  Your  fpirits  fhine  through  you. 

Within  this  hour,  at  moft, 

I will  advife  you  wfcfte  to  plant  your  felves  ; 

For  it  muft  be  done  to  night : 

And  fomething  from  the  Palace  5 always  remember’d. 

That  you  keep  fccrecy  with  the  preferibed  Father. 

Fleat?)  his  Son  too,  keeps  him  company  5 
Whofe  abfence  is  no  lefs  material  to  me 
Than  that  of  Bwqu? s : he  coo  muft  embrace  the  fate 
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Of  that  dark  hour.  Refolvpyourf&lves  apart. 

Both  Mur.  We  are  refofe'4 

Mach.  I’ll  call  upon^/ftrfigbt.  ,tli  , i j&ExoMHrfk, 
Now,  Banquo,  if  thy  foul  r{  ad, , -rri T 

Find  Heaven,  thy  happinefab^fK  tofligbt.  if  L?*. 

Enter  Macduff,  and  Lady  Macduff. , ( j .• , ^ 

Macd.  Itmuftbefo.  Great  £>««m»’s  blijody  dcatft, 

Can  have  no  other  Author  fr^Mftk&h,  a 

His  Dagger  now  is  to  a Scept# grown!;  mud  «r;li  urn  •!:  , 1. 

From  Duncan’s  Grave  heihas  deriv’d  hits  Tbr9fjc» 

La.  Macd.  Ambition  urg’d  him.  to  that  bloody  deed : 

May  you  be  never  by  Ambition  led  > i.  j 

Forbid  itHeav’n,that.in  re^engejydBi{Vibu?dj«,-  : j <>'iv ■ 
Follow  a Copy  that  is  w&tliiyibloojd.  1 ■ i tb‘-nn.  • i ■ H 

Macd.  From  Duncans  Grave,  methinks  Fhcata  gro^n  ] 
That  calls  aloud  for  juftice.  i i , 

La.  Macd.  If  thp.Thionf  , * ir 

Was  by  Macbeth  ill  gain'd, tHcftycp»«»ay,  :••!  uno  . 1 dr 

Without  your  Sword,  fufficient  vengeance  pay.  . ; . i . 1 

Ufurpets  tic;  o :"  «!  .V.wtv 

Nothing liveslong in  a flrangeElement.Lv.  ! , icon  't  v • 
Macd.  My  Countreys  d^ngf£S,.cali  for  pry defence  • - 
Againft  the  bloody  Tyrants  ;vidlei)e,e.  -ii.  ed;.; 

L.  Macd.  I am  afraid  you, have  feme  end j!i  Liu 

Than  nicer ly  Scotlan£%  fflgffdpmztd  defends  : - *bn  ji- 
You’d  raife  your  felf,  whillVyou.wou’d  him  dethrone  ; 

And  flrake  his  Greatnefs  to  confirm  your  own. 

That  purpofe  will  appear,  when  rightlydcann’d, 

But  ufurpation  at  the  fecond  hand,  -rnon  ; j . ;<  ) :;;i! 

G.ood  Sir,  recal  your  thoughts,  i • / : . 7 . 

Macd.  What  if  I fhou’d  -n 

Affume  the  Scepter  for  my  Couhtceys  good  ? 

Is  that  an  ufurpation  ? can  it  be 

Ambition  to  procure  the  liberty  A 

Of  this  lad  Realm ; which  does  by  Treafbn^Jeed  ? 

That  which  provokes,  will  juftifie  the  deed. 

La.  Macd.  If  the  Defign  fhould  profper,  the  Event 
May  make  us  fafe,  but  not  you  Innocent : 

For  whilft  to  fet  our  fellow  Subjedls  free 

From  prefent  Death,  or  future  Slavery.  ; ^ i . 

y .'1  You 
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You  wear  a Crown,'  not  by  your  Title  due. 

Defence  in  them,  is  an  O fence  in  you ; 

That  deed’s  unlawful,  though  it  coft  no  Blood, 

In  which  you’l  be  at  bed  unjuftly  Good. 

You,  by  your  Pity,  which  for  us  you  plead, 

Weave  but  Ambition  of  a finer  thread. 

Macd.  Ambition  does*  the  height  of  power  affed. 

My  aim  is  not  to  Govern,  but  Protect : 

And  he  is  not  ambitious  that  declares, 

He  nothing  feeks  of  ;Sc£ptep  but  their  cares. 

Lai  Macd.  Can  you  fo  patiently  your  felf  moled. 

And  lofe  your  o\Vn  id  give  your  Countrey  reft  I 
In  Plagues  what  found  Phyfician  wou’d  endure 
To  be  infeded  for  another’s  Cure. 

Macd.  If  by  my  troubles  I cou’d  yours  releafe, 

My  Love  wou’d  turn  thofe  torments  to  royeafe  : 

I fhou’d  at  once  be  tick,  and  healthy  too, 

Though  Sickly  Hi  by  felf,  yet  Well  in  you. 

La.  Macd.  But  then  refled  upon  the  Danger, Sir, 

Which  you  by  your  afpiring  Wou’d  incur 
From  Fortunes  Pbacle,  you  will  too  late  . 

Look  down,  when  yob  atu  gi^dy  w^h'  your, Height 
Whilft  you  with  Fortune  play  to  win  a Crown, 

The  Peoples  Stakes  are  greater  than  your  own. 

Macd.  In  hopes  to  have  the  common  Ills  tedfeft. 

Who  wou’d  not  venture  Angle  \ t ■ v\ 

, M r . r . 

Ser.  My  Lord,  a Gentleman,  juft(now  arrtv.d 

From  Court,  has  brought  a Meffage  frbm  the  King; 

Macd.  One  fent  from  him,  can  no  good  Tidings  bring? 

La.  Macd.  What  wou’d  the  Tyrant  Have?/  ,ri  iro 
Macd.  Go,  I will  hear  ‘ “ V 5 , >1  i 

The  News,  though  it  a d i fm  a 1 Accent  be  f r ; 

Thofe  who  e£ped1ar>d  do  not  fear  their1  Doom*' 

May  hear  a Mcflage  though  from  Hell; it  come.,  [Ex;  ant. 

Enter  Macbeth’.*  Lady  rind  Servant.  , 

La.  Mach.  Is  Banc[ito  gone  from  Court  ? 

Ser.  Yes  Madam,  but  returns  again  to  night.  . 

La.  Mach.  Say  to  the  Kingi  I wdu’d  attcpd;bis  Jeifure 
For  a few  words.  [Exit. Ser. 
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Where  our  defire  is  got  without  content^ 

Alas,  it  is  not  Gain,  but  punifhment  j r . 

’TisYafer  to  be  that  which  we  deftroy. 

Then  by  Deftru&ion  live  in  doubtful  joy.r 

Enter  Macbeth. 

How  now  my  Lord,  why  do  you  keep  alone  ? 

Making  the^orftofFan^yyour  C6mpanipns,: 
Converfing  with  thofe' thoughts vy  nicn ihpu’ihVdy’d 
With  thofe  they  think  on':  things  without  redrefs 
Shou’d  be  without  regard  : what’s  done^  is  done. 

Macb . Alas,  we  have  butfcorch’d  fte1  Shake  not  kill'd 
She’l  clofe  and  be  herfelf,  whilft  ou  r poor  mahee 
Remains  in  danger  of  her  former  Sting. 

But  let  the  frame  of  all  things  be  dis  joynt 
E’re  we  will  eat  our  bread  in, fear  $ < and  deep 
In  the  affliction  of  thofe  horrid  Dreams 
That  fliake  us  mightily  j Better  be  with  him 
Whom  we  to  gain  the  Grown  , have Tent  to  peace  ; 

Then  on  the  torture  of  the  mind  to  lie 
In  reftlefs  Agony.  Duncan  is  dead  $ ’ 

He,  after  life’s fhort  feaver,  now  fleeps ; .Well,’ 

Treafon  has  done  its  word  5 nor  Steel,  nor  Poyfon, 

Nor  Foreign  force,  nor  yet  Domeftick  Malice 
Can  touch  him  further. 

La.  Macb . Come  on,  fmobth  your  rough  brow  : 

Be  free  and  merry  witfrvout'guefts  to  night. 

Macb:  I(hall,  and  fo  I fray  be  ypiijbut  (till. 
Remember  to  apply  vour  ftlf * to  ianauo : 

PrcTent  himkindnefs  with'  y6ur  Bye  and  Tongue. 

In  how  unfafe  a pofture  ire  our  honours 
That  we  muff  havfc  recourfe  to  flatter^, 

And  make  our  Faces  Vigors  to  oaf  hearts. 


La  Macb.  You  muff  leave  this. 
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Macb,  How  full  of  Scorpions  is  my  mind  ? .DearWif 
Thou  know’ll  that  'BaWcjuo  and  his  Fie  an  lives. 

La.  Macb. ?> ut  they  are  not  Itattdircal, there  s comfort  yei 
Macb.  Be  mercy  then,  for  e’re  the  has  flovyn 
His  Cloyfter’d  flight;  ,e’re  to  black Tfrew/tfySummqBS, 


The  fhirp  brow’d  lietrle  with  his  drowiie  hums, , 
Has  rung  flights  fecond!  Peal  : - 


to'- 
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There  fhall  be  done  a deed  of  dreadful  Noteo 
La.  Math.  What  is’t  ? 

Macb.  Be  innocent  of  knowing  it,  my  Dear? 

Till  thou  applaud  the  deed,  come  difmal  Night 
Clofe  up  the  Eye  of  thequick-fightedDay 
With  thy  invifibleand  bloody  hand. 

The  Crow  makes  wing  to  the  thick  fhady  Grove, 

Good  things  of  day  grow  dark  and  overcaft, 

Wnilft  Nights  black  Agents  to  their  Preys  make  had, 

Thou  wonder’d  at  my  Language,  wonder  dill. 

Things  ill  begun,  ftrengthen  themfelves  by  ill.  \Exeunt. 

Enter  three  xMurtherers. 
i < Mur . The  time  is  almoft  come, 

The  Weft  yet  glimmers  with  fome  ftreaks  of  day. 

Now  the  benighted  Traveller  fpurs  on, 

To  gain  the  timely  Inn. 

x Mur.  Hark,  I hear  Horfes,  and  faw  fome  body  alight 
At  the  Park  gate. 

j Mur.  Then  ’tis  he-;  the  reft 
That  are  expe&ed  are  i’th’  Court  already^ 
i Mur . His  horfes  go  about  almoft  a Mile, 

And  men  from  hence  to  th’  Pallace  make  it  their  ufual  walk.  [_Exei 
Enter  Banquo  and  Flean. 

Banq.  It  will  be  rain  to  night. 

I lean.  We  muft  make  hafte : 

Eanq.  Our  hafte  concerns  us  more  than  being  wet. 

The  King  expe&s  me  at  his  feaft  to  night, 

To  which  he  did  invite  me  with  a kindnefs, 

Greater  than  he  was  wont  to  exprefs.  \_Exeunt. 

Re-enter  Murtherers  with  drawn  Swords. 
i Mur.  Banquo , thou  little  think’ft  what  bloody  feaft 
Is  now  preparing  for  thee. 

x Mur.  Nor  to  what  fhades  thedarknefs  of  this  night. 

Shall  lead  thy  wandring  fpirit.  [ Exeunt  after  Banquo. 

[ Clashing  of  Swords  as  heard  from  within. 
Re-enter  Flean  purfu'd  by  one  of  the  Murtherers. 

Flean.  Murther,  help,  help, my  Father’s  kill’d.  [Exe. running 

SCENE  opens , a Banquet  prepar'd. 

Enter  Macbeth,  Lady  Macbeth, Seaton, Lenoxjionsfc  Attendants. 
Matb.  You  know  your  own  Degrees,  fit  down. 

F Se  at.  Thanks 


Seat . Thanks  to  your  Majefty. 

Mach,  Our  felf  will  keep  you  company, 

And  pliy  the  humble  Hoftto  entertain  you  : 

Our  Lady  keeps  her  State  ; but  you  lTiall  have  her  welcome  too* 
La.  Mach.  Pronounce  it  for  me  Sir,  to  all  our  Friends* 

Enter  firjl  Murtherer. 

Mach.  Both  Tides  are  even  ; be  free  in  Mirth,  anon 
We’l  drink  a meafure  about  the  Table. 

There’s  blood  upon  thy  face. 

Mur.  ’Tis  Banquo' s then. 

Macb.  Is  he  difpatch’d  ? 

Mur.  My  Lord  his  Throat  is  cut : that  I did  for  him. 

Macb.  Thou  art  the  beft  of  Cut  throats } 

Yet  he  is  good  that  did  the  like  for  Flean. 

Mur.  Moft  Royal  Sir, he  fcap’d. 

Macb . Then  comes  my  fit  again,  I had  elfe  been  perfect, . 

Firm  as  a Pillar  founded  on  a Rock  1 
As  unconfin’d  as  the  free  fpreading  Air. 

But  now  I’m  check’d  with  fawey  Doubts  and  feats. 

But  Banquo' shk  > 

Mur.  Safe  in  a Ditch  he  lies. 

With  twenty  gaping-wounds  on  his  head. 

The  lead  of  which  was  Mortal. 

Macb.  There  the  ground  Serpent  lies ; the  worm  that’s  fled 
Hath  Nature,  that  in  time  will  Venom  breed. 

Though  at  prefent  it  wants  a Sting,  to  morrow, 

To  morrow  you  lhall  hear  further.  [Exit. Mur, 

La.  Macb.  My  Royal  Lord,  you  fpoil  the  Feaft, 

The  Sauce  to  Meat  is  chcarfulnefs. 

Enter  the  Ghofi  0^  Banquo  and fits  in  Macbeth’*  place. 

Macb . Let  good  digeftion  wait  on  Appetite, 

And  Health  on  both. 

Len.  May  it  pleafe  your  Highnefs  to  fit* 

Macb.  Had  we  but  here  our  Countreys  honour  5 
Were  the  grac’d  perfon  of  our  ’Banquo  prefent, 

Whom  we  may  juftly  challenge  for  unkindnefs. 

Seat.  His  abfence  Sir, 

Lays  blame  upon  his  promife  ; pleafe  your  Highnefs* 

Tograce  us  with  your  company  ? 

Macb,  Yes,  FJe  fit  down.  The  Table’s  full 
Len . Here  is  a place  referv’d  Sir 


Macb. Where 
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Macb.  Where  Sir? 

Len.  Here.  What  is’t  that  moves  your  Highnefs? 

Much.  Which  of  you  have  done  this  ? 

1 Lords.  Done  what? 

Macb.  Thou  canft  not  fay  I did  it ; never  lhake 
Thy  goary  Locks  at  me. 

Seat.  Gentlemen  rife,  his  Highnefs  is  not  well. 

La.  Math.  Sit  worthy  friends,  my  Lord  is  often  thus* 

And  hath  been  from  his  youth  ; pray  keep  your  Seats, 

The  fit  is  ever  fudden  if  you  take  notice  of  if. 

You  fhall  offend  him,  and  provoke  his  palfion, 

In  a moment  he’l  be  well  again. 

Are  you  a man  f 

Math.  Ay,  and  a bold  one;  that  dare  look  on  that 
Which  wou’d  diftraft  the  Devil 
Lx.  Macb.  O proper  fluff : 

This  is  the  very  painting  of  your  fear : 

This  is  the  Air-drawn  Dagger,  which  you  faid 
Led  you  to  Duncan.  O thefe  Fits  and  Starts, 

(Impoftors  to  true  fear)  wou’d  well  become 
A womans  ftory,  authoriz’d  by  her  Grandam, 

Why  do  you  flare  thus  ? when  all’s  done 
You  look  but  on  a Chair. 

Macb.  Prethee  fee  there,  how  fay  you  now  } 

Why,  what  care  I,  if  thou  canft  nod  ; fpeak  too. 
IfCharnel-houfes  and  our  Graves  muft  fend 
Thofe  thit  we  bury,  back;  our  Monuments 
Shall  be  the  maws  of  Kites. 

La,  Macb.  What  quite  unmann’din  foil)?  [The  Ghojl  ckfcends. 
Macb.  If  I ftand  here,  I faw  it : 

La.  Macb.  Fye,  for  fhame. 

Macb.  ’Tis  not  the  firft  of  Murders ; blood  was  Hied 
E’re  humane  Law  decreed  it  for  a fin. 

Ay,  and  fince  Murthers  too  have  been  committed 
Too  terrible  for  the  Ear.  The  time  has  been. 

That  when  the  brains  were  our,  the  man  wou’d  dye ; 

And  there  lie  ftill  $ but  now  they  rife  again 
And  thruft  us  from  our  Seats. 

La.  Macb.  Sir,  your  noble  Friends  do  lack  you. 

Macb.  Wonder  not  at  me  my  moft  worthy  Friends, 
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I have  a ftrange  Infirmity  j ’tis  nothing 
To  thofe  that  know  me.  Give  me  fome  Wine, 

Here’s  to  the  general  Joy  of  all  the  Table, 

And  to  our  dear  friend  'Bancjtto,  whom  we  mils, 

Wou’d  he  were  here  : to  all,  and  him,  we  drink. 

Lords.  Oar  Duties  are  to.  pledge  it  .[the  Chcft  cfV>zn.nfes  at  bis 
Much.  Let  the. earth  hide  thee : thy  blood  is  cold,  (feet* 
Thou  haft  no  life  now  of  thy  glaring  Eyes. 

La.  Mach.  Think  of  this  good  my  Lords,  but  as  a thing 
Of  Cuftom  : . ’tis  no  other, 

Only  it  fpoils  the  pleafureof  the  time. 

Mach,  What  man  can  dare,  I dare  : 

Approach  thou  like  the  tugged  Ruffian  Bear, 

The  Arm’d  Rhinoceros,  or  the  Hircanian  Tigre  : 

Take  any  fhapc  but  that ; and  my  firm  Nerves 
fhall  never  tremble ; or  revive  a while, 

And  dare  me  to  the  Dcfart  with  thy  Sword, 

If  any  Sinew  fhrink,  proclaim  me  then 

The  Baby  of  a Girl.  Hence  horrible  fhadow.  Ex.Gbojt 

So,  now  I am  a man  again  ••  pray  you  fit  ftill. 

La.  Mach.  Youhave  difturb’d  the  Mirth  ; 

Broke  the  glad  Meeting  with  your  wild  diforder. 

Mach . Can  fuch  things  be  without  Aftonifhment.  - 
You  make  me  ftrange, 

Even  to  the  difpofition  that  I owe, 

When  now  I think  you  can  behold  fuch  fights* 

And  keep  the  natural  colour  of  your  Cheeks,’ 

Whilft  mine  grew  pale  with  fear. 

Seat.  What  fights?  . 

La.  Mach.  I pray  you  fpeak  not,  he’l  grow  worle  and  worle  5 

Queftions  enrage  him,  at  once  good  night  : 

Stand  not  upon  the  Order  of  your  going. 

Len.  Goodnight,  and  better  health  attend  hts  Majelty. 

La.  Mach.  A kind  good  night  to  all.  [Exeunt  Lords » 

Mach.  It  will  have  Blood  they  fay.  Blood  will  have  blood. 
Stones  have  been  known  to  move,  and  Trees  to  fpeak. 

Augures  well  tead  in  Languages  of  Birds 
By  Magpies , Rooks,,  and  Dams , have  reveal’d  • 

The  fecret  Murther.  How  goes  the  night  ? 1 

La.  Mach.  Almoftat  odds  with  morning,  which  is  which. 

Mach  Why 
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Mel.  Why  did  Macduff  aha  a folemn  Invitation* 

Deny  his  prefence  at  out  Feaft  ? 

La.Mach.  Did  you  fend  to  him  Sir  ? 

Mach.  I did  5 but  I’ll  fend  again, 

There’s  not  one  great  Thane  in  all  Scotland > 

But  in  his  houfe  I keep  a Servant, 

He  and  Banquo  mull  embrace  the  fame  Fate, 

I will  to  morrow  to  the  Weyward  Sifters*  ■ 

They  fhall  tell  me  more  5 for  now  I am  bent  to  know 
By  the  worft  means,  the  worft  that  can  befall  me  ; 

All  Caufes  fhall  give  way  5 l am  in  bloud 
Stept  in  fo  far,  that  fhould  I wade  no  more. 

Returning  were  as  bad,  as  to  go  o’re, 

La.Macb.  You  lack  the  feafon  of  all  Natures,  deep. 

Mack  Well  I’ll  in 

And  reft;  if  fleeping  l repofe  can. have, 

When  the  Dead  rife  and  want  it  in  the  Grave. 

Enter  Macduff  and  Lady  Macduff. 

La.Macd.  Are  you  refolved  then  to  begone  ? 

Macd.  I am : 

I know  my  Anfwer  cannot  but  inflame 
The  Tyrants  fury  to  pronounce  my  death. 

My  life  will  foon  be  blafted  by  his  breath. 

La.Macd'  But  why  fo  far  as  England muft  you  fly  ? 

Macd.  The  fartheft  part  of  Scotland  is  too  nigh. 

La.Macd.  Can  You  leave  me,  your  Daughter  and  young  Son 
To  perifh  by  that  Tempeft  which  you  fhun. 

When  Birds  of  ftronger  Wing  are  fled  away, 

The  Ravenous  Ku  do’s  on  the  weaker  prey. 

Macd.  He  will  not  injure  you,  he  cannot  be 
Poffeft  with  fuch  unmanly  cruelty ; 

You  will  your  fafety  to  your  weaknefs  owe  - 
As  Grafs  efcapes  the  Sythby  being  low. 

Together  we  fhall  be  too  flow  to  fly  : 

Single,  we  may  out-ride  the  Enemy.. 

I’ll  from  the  Engliff  King  fuch  Succours  crave* 

As  fhall  revenge  the  Dead,  and  Living  fave. 

My  greateft  mifcry  is  to  remove, 

VVith  all  the  wings  of  hafte  from  what  I love. 

La* Macd,  If  to  be  gone  feemsmifery  to  you, 
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Good  Sir,  let  ns  be  miferable  too. 

Macd.  Your  Sex  which  here  isyour  fecUrityi 
Will  by  the  toy  Is  of  flight  your  Danger  be.  C Eater  Mejfenger. 

What  fatal  News  do’s  bring  thee  out  of  breath  ? 

Mejf.  Sir,  'Banquds  kill’d. 

Macd.  Then  I am  warn’d  of  Death. 

Farewell ; our  fafety,  Us,  a while  muft  fever : 

La.  Macd.  Fly,  fly, or  we  may  bid  farcwel  forever. 
iW<f«£Flying  from  Death,  I am  to  life  unkind, 

For  leaving  you,  I leave  my  Life  behind.  [&*/>. 

La,  Macd.  Oh  my  dear  Lord,  I find  now  thou  art  gone, 

I am  more  valiant  when  unfafe  alone. 

My  heart  feels  man*hood,  it  does  Death  defpife, 

Yet  I am  ftill  a Woman  in  my  eyes. 

And  of  my  Tears  thy  abfence  is  the  caufe. 

So  falls  the  Dew  when  the  bright  Sun  withdraws.  [Exeunt. 
Enter  Lenox  and  Seaton. 

Lett.  My  former  fpeeches  have  but  hit  your  thoughts 
Which  can  interpret  further  jOnly  I fay 
Things  have  been  ftrangely  carry’d. 

Duncan  was  pitti’d,  but  he  firft  was  dead. 

And  the  right  Valiant  Banqao  walk’d  too  late : 

Men  muft  not  walk  fo  late : who  can  want  Senfe 
To  know  how  monftrous  it  was  in  Nature, 

For  Malcolme  and  Donalbain , to  kill, 

Their  Royal  Father ; horrid  Fatft ! how  did 
It  grieve  Macbeth , did  he  not  ftraight 
In  Pious  rage  the  two  Delinquents  kill, 

That  were  the  flaves  of  Drunkennefs  and  Sleep  ? 

Was  not  that  nobly  done  ? 

Seat.  Ay,  and  wifely  too  : 

For’twou’d  have  anger’d  any  Loyal  heart 
To  hear  the  men  deny  it. 

Lev.  So  that  I fay  he  has  born  all  things  well : 

And  I do  think  that  had  he  Duncans  Sons 

Under  his  power  f as  may  pleafe  Heaven  hefliallnot ) 

They  fliou’d  find  what  k were  to  kill  a Father. 

So  fhou’d  Flean : but  peace  ; I hear  Macduff 
Deny’d  his  prefence  at  the  Feaft  : For  which 
He  lives  in  difgrace.  Sir,  can  you  tell 
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VVhere  he  beftows  himfelf? 

Seat.  I hear  that  Maletime  lives  i’th’  Englifb  Court 
And  is  receiv’d  of  the  mod  Pious  Edward, 

With  fuch  Grace,  that  the  Malevolences  of  Fortune 
Takes  nothing  from  his  high  Refpeft  * thither 
Macduff is  gone  to  beg  the  Holy  King’s 
Kind  aid,  to  wake  Tsforthumberland 
And  Warlike  Seyvoard, and  by  the  help  of  thefe. 

To  finifh  what  they  have  fo  well  begun. 

This  report 

Do’s  foExafperate  the  King,  that  he 
Prepares  for  fome  attemp  of  War. 

Leu.  Sent  he  to  Macduff7. 

Seat.  He  did,  his  abfolute  Command. 

Leu . Some  Angel  fly  toth’  English  Court,  and  tell 
His  Meflage  e’re  he  come  j that  fome  quick  blefling, 
To  this  afflitted  Country,  may  arrive 
whilft  thofe  that  merit  it  are  yet  alive. 

Thunder, Enter  three  Wiethes  meeting  Hecat 
1 witch.  How  > Hecat,  you  look  angerly. 

Hecat.  Have  I not  reafon  “Beldams  ? 

Why  did  you  all  Traffick  with  Macheth 
’Bout  Riddles  and  affairs  of  Death, 

And  call’d  not  me  ? All  you  have  done 
Hath  been  but  for  a Weyward  Son  : 

Make  fome  amends  now  : get  you  gon. 

And  at  the  pit  of  Mharon 
Meet  me  i’th’  morning : Thither  he 
Will  come  to  know  hisDeftiny. 

Dire  bufinefs  will  be  wrought  e’re  Noon, 

For  on  a corner  of  the  Moon, 

A drop  my  Spe&acles  have  found, 

I’ll  catch  it  e’re  it  come  to  ground. 

And  that  diftill’d  (hall  yet  e’re  night,1 
Raife  from  the  Center  fuch  a Spright : 

As  by  the  ftrength  of  his  lllufion. 

Shall  draw  Macbeth  to  his  Confufiom 

Mufick  and  Song. 

HEccate,  Heccate,  Heccate  tO  come  away  * 

Hark,  I am  call’d,  my  little  Spirit  fee^ 

Sits  in  a foggy  Cloud,  and  (lays  for  me3 
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Sing  within i > [Machine  depends* 

Come  away  Heccate^  Heccate\  Oh  come  away  : 

Het.  I come,  I come,  with  all  the  fpeed  I may, 

With  all  the  fpeed  I may* 

Where’s  Stabling  ? 

2.  Here. 

Hec.  Where’s  Puckle  ? 

3.  Here,  and  Hopper  too,  and  Helway  too. 

1.  We  want  but  you,  we  want  but  you  : 

Come  away,  make  up  the  Count. 

Hec.  I will  but  Noint,  and  then  I mount, 

I will  but,  &c. 

1.  Here  comes  down  one  to  fetch  his  duei  a Kifs, 

A Cull,  a fip  of  bloud. 

And  why  thou  ftay’ft  fo  long,  I mufe. 

Since  th’  Air’s  fofweet  and  good. 

z.  Oh  art  thou  come  ! What  News  ? ;!  *, 1 

All  goes  fair  for  our  delight, 

Either  come,  or  elfe  refute. 

Now  I’m  furnifh’d  for  the  flight. 

Now  I go,  and  now  I fly, 

Malking  my  fweet  Spirit  andl. 

j.Oh  what  a dainty  pleafure’s  this  f 
To  fail  i’th’  Air 
While  the  Moon  (bines  fair  j 
To  Sing,  to  Toy,  to  Danceand  Kifs ; 

Over  Woods,  high  Rocks  and  Mountains^ 

Over  Hills,  and  mifty  Fountains  j 
Over  Steeples,  Towers,  and  Turrets  : 

We  fly  by  night  ’mongft  troops  of  Spirits. 

No  Ring  of  Bells  to  our  Ears  founds, 

No  Howls  of  Wolves,  nor  Yelps  of  Hounds  s 
No,  nor  the  noife  of  Waters  breach, 

Nor  Cannons  Throats  our  Height  can  reach. 

1.  Come  let’s  makehafte,  (he’ll  foon  be  back  again. 

2.  But  whilft  (he  moves  through  the  foggy  Air, 

Let’s  to  the  Cave  and  our  dire  Charms  prepare. 

Finis  AUut  III. 
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i witch,  v I ^Hrice  the  brinded  Cat  hath  Mew’d. 

i 2.  Thrice,  and  once  the  Hedge-Pig  whin’d. 
Shutting  his  Eyes  againft  the  Wind. 

Harper  cries,  ’tis  time,  ’tis  time. 

1 Then  round  about  the  Cauldron  go, 

And  poy Ton’d  Entrals  throw. 

This  Toad  which  under  Moflie  (tone, 

Has  days  and  nights  lain  thirty  one  • 

And  fwelter’d  Venom  (leeping  got, 

We’l  boyl  in  the  Inchanted  Pot. 

All.  Double,  double,  toyl  and  trouble  ; 

Fire  burn,  and  Cauldron  bubble. 

2.  The  Fillet  of  aTenny  Snake 
Of  Scuttle-Fifh  the  vomit  black. 

The  Eye  of  Newt,  and  Toe  of  Frog, 

ThejWoolof  Bat,  and  tongue  of  Dog. 

An  Adders  fork,  and  blind- Worms  fling, 

A Lizzard’s  leg,  and  Howletswing, 

Shall  like  a Hell-broth  boil  and  bubble. 

All . Double,  double,^. 

j.  Thefcaleof  Dragon,  tooth  of  Wolf, 

A Witches  Mummy  ; Maw  and  Gulf 
Of  Cormorant  and  the  Sea  Shark, 

The  root  of  Hemlock  dig’d  i’th*  dark. 

The  Liver  of  blafpheming  Jew, 

With  gall  of  Goats,  and  flips  of  Yew, 

Pluckt  when  the  Moon  was  in  Eclipfe, 

With  a Turks  nofe,  and  Tarters  lips  ^ 

The  finger  of  a ftrangl’d  Babe, 

Born  of  a Ditch  delivered  Drab, 

Shall  make  the  Greuel  thick  and  flab# 

Adding  thereto  a fat  Dutchman's  Chawdron, 

For  the  ingredients  of  our  Cawdron. 

All . Double,  double,  &c. 
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2.  I’ll  cool  it  with  the  Baboons  blood, 

Andfo  the  Charm  is  firm  and  good. 

£ nter  Heccate,  and  the  other  three  witches  % 

Hec • Oh  well  done,  I commend  your  pains, 

And  every  one  (hall  (hare  the  Gains. 

And  now  about  the  Cauldron  fing, 

Like  Elves  and  Fairies  in  a ring. 

oVLufick  and  Song. 

Hv.p  Lack  Spirits',  and  white, 

!3Red  Spirits  and  Gray  j 
Mingle,  mingle,  mingle. 

You  that  mingle  may. 

i witch . Tiffin  Ttffin , keep  it  ftiflf  in. 

Fire-drake  Puckey , make  it  luckey  : 

Liar  %obin>  you  muft  bob  in. 

chor . A round,  a round,  about,  about. 

All  ill  come  running  in,  all  good  keep  out> 

1.  Here’s  the  bloud  of  a Bat ! 

Hec . O put  in  that,  put  in  that, 

2.  Here’s  Lizards  brain, 

Hec . Put  in  a grain. 

1.  Here’s  Juice  of  Toad,  here’s  Oyl  of  Adder, 

That  will  make  the  Charm  grow  madder. 

2.  Put  in  all  thefe,  ’twill  raife  the  ftanch  ; 

Hec . Nay  here’s  three  ounces  of  a red- hair’d  Wench. 

Chor.  Around , a round , &c. 

2. 1 by  the  pricking  of  my  Thumbs, 

Know  fomething  Wicked  this  way  comes. 

Open  Locks,  whoever  knocks. 

Enter  Macbeth. 

How  now  you  fecret,  black  and  mid-night  Haggs, 
What  are  you  doing  ? 

All . A deed  without  a name. 

rJMacb.  I conjure  you  by  that  which  you  profefs* 

How  e’re  you  come  to  know  ir,  anfwer  me . 

Though  you  let  loofe  the  raging  Winds  to  fluke  whole  Towns 
Though  bladed  Corn  be  lodg’d,  and  Trees  blown  down. 
Though  Caftles  tumble  on  their  Warders  heads  • 

Though  Palaces  and  towring  Piramids 
Arefwallowed  up  in  Earth-quakes;  Anfwerme. 
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1.  Speak* 

2.  Pronounce. 

3.  Demand. 

4.  Til  anfwer  thee. 

Macb.  What  Deftinie’s  appointed  for  my  Fate  ? 

Hec  .Thou  double  Thane  and  King  ; beware  Macduff: 
Avoiding  him,  Macbeth  is  fafe  enough. 

Macb.  What  e*re  thou  art  for  thy  kind  Caution,  Thanks. 
Hec.  Be  bold  and  bloudy,  and  man’s  hatred  fcorn. 

Thou  (halt  be  harm’d  by  none  of  Woman  born. 

Macb.  Then  live  Macduff 5 what  need  I fear  thy  power'? 

But  none  can  be  too  fure,  thou  fhalt  not  live, 

That  I may  tell  pale  hearted  fear  it  lies, 

And  fleepinfpite  of  Thunder. 

Hec . Be  Confident,  be  Proud,  and  take  no  care 
Who  wages  War,  or  where  Confpirers  are, 

Macbeth  fhall  like  a lucky  Monarch  Reign, 

Till  Birnam  Wood  (hall  come  to  Vunfenain. 

Macb . CanForefts  move  ? the  Prophefie  is  good. 

If  I (hall  never  fall  till  the  great  Wood 
Of  Birnam  rife  ; tlmi  may’ft  prefume  Macbeth , 

To  live  out  Natures  Leafe,  and  pay  thy  breath 
To  Time  and  mortal  Cuftom.  Yet  my  heart 
Longs  for  more  Knowledge  : Tell  me  if  your  Art 
Extends  fo  far ; ih^WBanquds  Iffue  o’re 
This  Kingdom  reign  ? 

All.  Enquire  no  more. 

Macb.  1 will  not  be  deny’d.  Haj  [[Cauldron Jinks 

An  eternal  Curfe  fall  on  you  $ let  me  know 
Why  finks  that  Cauldron , and  what  noife  is  this  ? 

1 witch.  Appear.  2.  Appear.  3.  Appear. 

Wound  through  his  Eyes,  his  harden’d  Heart, 

Like  Shadows  come,  andftraight  depart. 

\_A fbadorv  of  eight  Kings,  and  Ban- 
quo\*  Ghojl  after  them pa fs  by * 

Macb.Th-j  Crown  offends  my  fight.  A fecond  too  like  the  firft. 
A third  refemblcs  him  : a fourth  too  like  the  former : 

Ye  filthy  Hags,  will  they  fucceed 
Each  other  Hill  till  Dooms-day  ? 

Another  yet 5 a feventh  ? I’ll  fee  no  more : 

\nd  yet  the  eighth  appears.  G 2 Ha  1 
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Ha  1 thebloudy  Banquo  ftniles  upon  me> 

And  by  his  fmiling  on  me,  fee  ms  to  fay 
That  they  are  all  Succeflors  of  his  Race. 

Hec.  Ay,  Sir,  all  this  is  fo : but  why 
Macbeth , ftand’ft  thou  amazedly  : 

Come  Sifters,  let  us  cheat  his  heart, 

And  fhew  the  pleafures  of  our  Art ; 

Til  charm  the  Air  to  give  a found 
While  you  performyour  Antick  round.  \_Mufick»  The  witches 

Dame  and  Fani(h.  The 

Mach.  Where  are  they  ? Gone  ? fa*  fmks- 

Let  this  pernicious  hour  (land 

Accurs’d  to  all  eternity.  [ without  there. 

Enter  Seaton. 

Seat.  What’s  your  Graces  will  ? 

Mach.  Saw  you  the  Way  ward  Sifters  ? 

Seat.  No  my  Lord. 

Macb.  Came  they  not  by  you  ? 

Seat.  By  me  Sir  ? 

Macb.  Infe&ed  be  the  Earth  in  which  they  Junk, 

And  Damn’d  all  thofe  that  truft  ’em.  Juft  no# 

I heard  the  gallopping  of  Horfe ; who  was  c came  by? 

Seat.  A Meffenger  from  the  Engliffa  Court,  who- 
Brings  word  Macduff  is  fled  to  England, 

Macb.  Fled  to  England f 
Seat.  Ay  my  Lord. 

Maeb..lmie  thou  Anticipate  all  my  Defigns ; 

Our  purpofes  fcldom  fucceed,  unlefs 
Our  Deeds  go  with  them. 

My  thoughts  (hall  henceforth  into  A&ions  rife, 

The  Witches  made  me  cruel,  but  not  wife.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Maccu  fc’s  Wife-,  and  Lenox. 

La. Mac d.  I then  was  frighted  with  the  fad  alarm 
Of  Banquo’s  Death,  when  1 did  counfcl  him 
To  flv , but  now  alas  M much  repent  it, 

What  had  he  done  to  leave  the  Land  ? Macbeth 
Did  know  him  innocent. 

Len.  You  muft  have  patience  Madam. 

La.  Mac d.  He  had  none. 

His  flight  was  madnefs.  When  our  Actions  do  not. 
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Our  fears  oft  make  us  Traytors. 

Len.  You  know  not  whether  it  was  his  Wifdom  or  his  Fear. ' 
La*  Macd * Wifdom? to  leave  his  Wife  and  Children  in  a place 
From  whence  himfelt*  did  fly  ; he  loves  us  nor. 

He  wants  the  natural  touch  : For  the  poor  Wren 

(The  mod  diminutive  of  Birds)  will  with 

The  Ravenous  Ovply  fight  ftoutly  for  her  young  ones. 

Len . Your  Husband,  Madam  ; 

Is  Noble,  Wife,  Judicious,  and  beft  knows 
The  fits  ohh’  Seafon.  I dare  not  fpe.ak  much  further. 

But  cruel  are  the  Times  5 when  we  are  Traytors, 

And  do  not  know  our  felves  : when  we  hold  Rumor, 

From  what  we  fear,  yet  know  not  what  we  fear  ^ 

But  float  upon  a wild  and  violent  Sea. 

Each  way,  and  more,  I take  my  way  of  you : 

5T  (hall  not  be  long  but  Til  be  here  again. 

Things  at  the  worft  will  ceafe,  or  elfe  climb  upwards 
To  what  they  were  before.  Heaven  proteft  you. 

La.  oWLacd*  FarewelSir. 

£ nter  a Woman. 

worn . Madam,  a Gentleman  in  hafte  defircs 
Tofpeak  with  you* 

La*Macd.  A Gentleman,  admit  him.  C^^Seyton. 

Seyton . Though  I have  not  the  honour  to  be  known 
To  you,  yet  I was  well  acquainted  with 
The  Lord  Macduff  which  brings  me  here  to  tell  you 
There’s  danger  near  you,  be  not  found  here, . 

Fly  with  your  little  one.  Heaven  preferve  you, 

I dare  flay  no  longer.  [£x?>Seytoiu  . 

La.  Macd . Where  (hall  I go,  and  whither  fhall  J fly  ? 

Tve  done  no  harm  ; but  I remember  now 
I’m  in  a vicious  world,  where  to  do  harm 
Is  often  profperous,  and  to  do  good 
Accounted  dangerous  folly.  Why  do  I then 
Make  ufe  of  this  fo  womanly  defence  ? 

I’ll  boldly  in,  and  dare  this  new  Alarm  :• 

What  need  they  fear  whom  Innocence  doth  arm  ? [_£x:U 

3 Enter  Malcolm,  and  Macduff.  / 
l The  Scene  Birnam  Wood.  \ 

Macd . In  thefe  clofe  (hades  of  Birnam  Wood  let  us 
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Weep  our  fad  Bofoms  empty. 

Malcolm . You  1 think  my  Fortunes  defperatej 
Tjjat  I dare  meet  you  here  upon  your  fummons. 

Macd.  You  fliould  now 

Take  Arms  to  ferve  your  Country.  Each  new  day 
New  Widows  mourn,  new  Orphans  cry,  and  ftill 
Changes  of  forrow  teach  attentive  Heaven. 

Male . This  Tyrant  whofe  foul  Name  blifters  our  Tongues, 
Was  once  thought  honeft.  You  have  lov’d  him  well. 

He  has  not  toucht  you  yet. 

Macd . I am  not  treacherous. 

Male . But  Macbeth  is. 

And  yet  Macduff  may  be  what  I did  always  think  himi 
Juft,  and  good. 

Macd . Tve  loft  my  hopes. 

Male.  Perhaps  even  there  where  I did  find  my  doubts ; 

But  let  not  Jealoufiesbe  your  Dishonours, 

But  my  own  fafeties. 

Macd . Bleed,  Bleed,  poor  Country. 

Great  Tyranny,  lay  thy  Foundation  fure. 

Villains  arefafe  when  good  men  are  fufpetfted. 

I’le  fay  no  more.  Fare  thee  well  young  Princei 
I would  not  be  that  Traytor  which  thou  think’ft  me 
For  twice  Macbeth s reward  of  Treachery. 

Male . Be  not  offended  : 

I Speak  not  as  in  abfolute  fear  of  you : 

1 think  our  Country  finks  beneath  the  Yoak, 

It  weeps  it  bleeds,  and  each  new  day  a gafli 
Is  added  to  her  wounds.  1 think  withal 
That  many  hands  would  in  my  Caufe  be  adtive. 

And  here  from  gracious  England  have  1 offer 
Of  goodly  Thoufands.  But  for  all  this, 

When  I (hall  tread  upon  the  Tyrants  head, 

* Or  wear  it  on  my  Sword;  yet  my  poor  Country 
Will  fuffer  under  greater  Tyranny 
Than  what  it  fuffers  now. 

Macd.  It  cannot  be. 

Male.  Alas,  I find  my  Nature  fo  inclin’d 
To  Vice,  that  foul  Macbeth  when  I (hall  rule, 

Willfeem  as  white  as  Snow. 
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Macd.  There  cannot  in  all  ranfackt  Hell  be  found 
A Devil  equal  to  Macbeth. 

Male.  1 grant  him  bloody  ,falfe,  deceitful, malicious, 

And  participating  in  fome  fins  too  horrid  to  name  ; 

But  there’s  no  bottom,  no  depths  in  my  ill  appetite, 

If  fuch  a one  be  fit  to  govern,  (peak  ? 

Macd.  O Scotland,  Scotland,  when  (halt  thou  fee  day  again 
Since  that  the  trued  Ifiue  of  thy  Throne, 

Difclaims  his  Virtue  to  avoid  the  Crown  ? 

Your  Royal  Father 

Was  a moft  Saint-like  King*  the  Queen  that  bore  you, 
Oftner  upon  her  Knees,  than  on  her  Feet, 

Dy’d  every  day  (he  liv’d.  Fare  thee  well, 

Thefe  evils  thou  repeat’d  upon  thy  felf. 

Hath  banifht  me  from  Scotland.  O my  bread  ! 

Thy  hope  ends  here. 

Male,  Macduff  this  Noble  Paifion 
Child  of  Integrity  hath  from  my  Soul 
Wip’d  the  black  fcruples,  reconcil’d  my  Thoughts 
To  thy  good  truth  and  honour.  Macbeth 
By  many  of  thefe  Trains  hath  fought  to  win  me 
Into  his  Power : And  moded  wifdom  plucks  me 
From  over-credulous  hade.  But  now 
I put  my  felf  to  thy  direction,  and 
Unfpeak  mine  own  Detra&ion.  I abjure 
The  taunts  and  blames  I laid  upon  my  felf. 

For  drangers  tomy  Nature.  What  I am  truly 
Is  thine,  and  my  poor  Countreys  to  command. 

The  gracious  Edward  has  lent  us  Sejmour, 

And  ten  thoufand  Men.  Why  are  you  filent  ? 

Macd.  Such  welcome  and  unwelcome  things  at  once 
Arefubje&s  for  my  Wonder,  not  my  Speech, 

My  grief  and  joy  conceding  in  myboforo, 

1 find  that  I can  fcarce  my  tongue  command. 

When  two  Streams  meet  the  Water’s  at  a dand.  . 

Male.  Alfidance  granted  by  that  pious  King 
Mud  be  fuccefsful,  he  who  by  his  touch, 

Can  cure  our  Bodies  of  a foul  Difeafc, 

Can  by  jud  force  fubdue  a Traitors  Mind, 

Power  fupernatural  is  unconfin’d. 
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Macd.  If  his  CompaflTion  does  on  men  Difeas’d 
FJfed  fuch  Cures ; what  Wonders  will  he  do, 

When  to  Companion  he  adds  Juftice  too  ? ^Exeunt. 

Enter  Macbeth  and  Seaton, 

Mach . Seaton^  go  bid  the-  Army  March. 

Seat.  The  pofiure  of  Affairs  requires  your  Prefence, 

Macb.  But  the  Indifpofition  of  my  Wife 
Detains  me  here. 

Seat . Th*  Enemy  is  upon  our  borders,  Scotland's  in  danger, 

Macb , So  is  my  Wife,  and  I am  doubly  fa, 

I am  Tick  in  her,  and  my  Kingdom  too, 

Seaton . 

Seat , Sir. 

Macb.  The  fpur  of  my  Ambition  prompts  me  to  go 
And  make  my  Kingdom  fafe,  but  Love  which  foftens  me 
To  pity  her  in  her  diftrefs,  curbs  my  Kefolves. 

Seat.  He’s  ftrangely  diforder’d. 

Macb , Yet  why  fhould  Love  fince  confin’d,  defire 
To  controul  Ambition,  for  whofe  fpreading  hopes 
The  world’s  too  narrow,  it  fhall  not  5 great  Fires 
Put  out  the  lefs ; Seaton  go  bid  my  Grooms 
Make  ready  5 Tie  not  delay  my  going. 

Seat . I go. 

Macb.  Stay  Seaton , (lay,  Companion  calls  me  back. 

Seat . He  looks  and  moves  diforderly. 

Macb , I’ll  not  go  yet.  £ Enter  a Servant , vpho 

Seat . Well  Sir.  tvhifpers  Macbeth. 

Macb . Is  the  Queen  afleep  ? 

Seat.  What  makes  ’em  whifper  and  his  countenance-change  ? 
Perhaps  fume  new  defign  has  had  ill  fuccefs. 

Macb.  Seaton,  go  fee  what  pofture  our  affairs  are  in. 

Seat.  I (hall,  and  give  you  notice  Sir.  [Exit  Seat, 

Enter  Lady  Macbeth. 

Macb.  How  does  my  gentle  Love  ? 

La.  Macb.  Duncan  is  dead. 

Macb . No  words  of  that. 

La.  Macb . And  yet  to  me  he  lives. 

His  fatal  Ghoft  is  now  my  flaadow,  and  purfuesfme 
Where  e’re  I go, 

Macb.  It  cannot  be  my  Dear, 
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Your  Fears  have  mif-inform’d  your  eyes. 

La.  Macb.  See  there  $ Believe  your  own. 

Why  do  you  follow  me?  I did  not  do  it. 

Macb . Methinks  there's  nothing. 

La.  Mach,  If  you  have  Valour  force  him  hence. 

’ Hold,  hold,  he’s  gone.  Now  you  look  ftrangely. 

Macb.  Tis  the  ftrange  error  of  your  eyes. 

La.  Macb.  But  the  ftrange  error  of  my  eyes 
Proceeds  from  the  ftrange  a&ion  of  your  Hands  . 

Diftra&ion  does  by  fits  poffefs  my  head, 

Becaufe  a Crown  unjuftly  covers  it. 

I ftand  fo  high  that  I am  giddy  grown. 

A Mift  does  cover  me,  as  Clouds  the  tops 
Of  Hills.  Let  us  get  down  apace. 

Macb.  If  by  your  high  afcent  you  giddy  grow, 

’Tis  when  you  caft  your  eyes  on  things  below. 

La.  Macb . You  may  in  peace  refign  the  ill  gain’d  Crown. 
Why  fhould  you  labour  ftill  to  be  unjuft  ? 

There  has  been  too  much  blood  already  fpilt. 

Make  not  che-SubjeCts  Victims  to  your  guilt. 

Macb.  Can  you  think  that  a Crime,  which  you  did  once 
Provoke  me  to  commit  ? Had  not  your  breath 
Blown  my  Ambition  up  into  a Flame 
Duncan  had  yet  been  living. 

La.  Macb.  You  were  a man. 

And  by  the  Charter  of  your  Sex  you  fhou’d 
Have  govern’d  me,  there  was  more  crime  in  you 
When  you  obey’d  my  Councils,  then  I contracted 
By  my  giving  it.  Refign  your  Kingdom  now, 

And  with  your  Crown  put  off  your  guilr. 

Macb.  Refign  the  Crown,  and  with  it  both  our  Lives. 

I muft  have  better  Counfellors. 

La.  Macb.  What,  your  Witches  ? 

Curfe  on  your  MefTengers  of  Hell.  Their  breath 
InfeCted  firft  my  Breaft  : See  me  no  more. 

As  King  your  Crown  fits  heavy  on  your  Head, 

But  heavier  on  my  heart : I have  had  too  much 
Of  Kings  already,  See  the  Ghoft  again.  £ Ghojl  appears « 

Macb.  Now  fhe  relapfes. 

La.  Macb.  Speak  to  him  if  thou  canft. 
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, Thou  look’ft  on  me,  and  fhew’ft  thy  wounded  bread. 

Shew  it  the  Murderer. 

oVLacb.  Within  there* Ho.  {Enter  Women. 

La.  Mach.  Am  1 ta’ne  Prifoner  ? then  the  Battle’s  loft.  { Exit • 

{ Lady  Macbeth  led  out  by  women. 
%JMacb.  She  does  from  Duncan's  death  to  ficknefs  grieve, 

And  (hall  from  Malcolm's  death  her  health  receive. 

When  by  a Viper  bitten*  nothing’s  good 
To  cure  the  Venom  but  a Viper’s  blood. 

Enter  Malcolm,  Macduff,  and  Lenox  meeting  them. 

Macd.  See  who  comes  here  J 

Male . My  Countryman  ; but  yet  I know  him  nor. 

Macd.  My  ever  Gentle  Coufin  1 welcome. 

Male . I know  him  now. 

Kii  d Heaven  remove  the  means  that  makes  us  ftrangers# 

Len . Amen. 

Macd.  What  looks  does  Scotland  bear  ? 

Len . Alas  poor  Country,  almoft  afraid  to  know  it  felf. 

It  can’t  be  call’d  our  Mother  * but  our  Grave  ; where  nothing* 
But  v\  ho  knows  notning  is  once  feen  to  fmile  ? 

Where  fighs,  and  groans*  and  fhrieks  that  rend  the  air, 

Are  made,  not  mark’d,  where  violent  forrow  feems 

A modern  Extafie  : there  Bells 

Are  always  ringing,  and  no  man  asks  for  whom  ; 

There  good  mens  lives  expire  e’re  they  ficken. 

Macd,  On  Relation!  too  nice,  and  yet  too  true. 

Male.  VV’hai’s  the  neweft  grief  ? 

Len . That  of  an  hours  age  is  out  of  date. 

Each  minure  brings  a new  one. 

Macd.  How  does  my  Wife  ? 

Len . Why  well.  1 

Macd.  And  all  my  Children  ? 

Len.  Well  too. 

Macd . The  Tyrant  has  nor  quarrel’d  at  their  peace  ? 

Len.  No,  they  were  well  at  peace  when  I left  ’em. 

Macd.  Be  not  (b  fparingof  your  fpecch.  How  goes’t  > 

Len . When  I came  hither  to  transport  the  tidings* 

Which  1 have  heavily  born*  there  ran  a rumour 
Of  many  worthy  Men  that  rofc  into  a head. 

Which  was  to  my  Belief  5 witnefs  the  rather* 
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For  that  I Caw  the  Tyrants  Power  a foot. 

Now,  is  the  time  of  help ; your  eye  in  Scotland 
Would  create  Souldiers,  and  make  women  fight. 

Male.  Be’t  their  Comfort, 

We  are  coming  thither : Gracious  England  hath 
Lent  us  good  Seymour,  and  ten  thoufand  men. 

Len.  Wou’d  I cou’d  anfwer  this  comfort  with  the  like  ; 

But  I have  words. 

That  would  be  utter’d  in  the  defart  air. 

Where  no  man’s  ear  fhould  hear  ’em, 

Macd.  What  concern  they  ? the  general  caufe, 

Or  is’t  a grief  due  to  fome  Angle  bread? 

Len . All  honed  minds  mud  lhare  in’t  ; 

But  the  main  part  pertains  to  you. 

Macd.  If  it  be  mine,  keep  it  not  from  me. 

Len . Let  not  your  ears  condemn  my  tongue  for  ever. 

When  they  ihall  poffefs  them  with  the  heavied  found 
That  ever  yet  they  heard. 

Macd.  At  once  I guefs,  yet  am  afraid  to  know. 

Len . Your  Cadle  is  furpriz’d,  your  Wife  and  Children 
Savagely  murdered : to  relate  the  manner, 

Were  to  increafe  the  butchery  of  them, 

By  adding  to  their  fall  the  death  of  you. 

Male.  Merciful  heaven  ! Noble  t Macduff 
Give  forrow  words ; the  grief  that  does  not  fpeak, 

W'hifpers  the  o’re  charg’d  heart,  and  bids  it  break. 

Macd.  My  Children  too  ? 

Len.  Your  Wife,  and  both  your  Children, 

Macd.  And  I not  with  them  dead  ? Both,  both  my  Children 
Did  you  fay  j my  Two  ? 

Len.  I have  faid.  % 

Male.  Be  comforted  $ 

Let’  s make  us  Cordials  of  our  great  Revenues, 

To  cure  this  deadly  Grief. 

Macd.  He  has  no  Children,  nor  can  he  feel 
A fathers  Grief:  Did  you  fay  all  my  Children  ? 

Oh  hellifh  ravenous  Kite  J all  three  at  one  fwoop  J 
Male.  Difpute  it  like  a man. 

Macd.  I Ihall. 

But  I muff  firft  too  feel  it  as  a man, 
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I cannot  but  remember  fuch  things  were, 

And  were  mod  precious  to  me  : Did  Heaven  look  on, 

And  would  not  take  their  part  ? finful  Macduff^ 

They  were  all  ftruck  for  thee;  for  thee  they  fell; 

Not  for  their  own  offences;  but  for  thine. 

Male.  Let  this  give  Edges  to  our  Swords ; let  your  tears 
Become  Oyl  to  our  kindled  Rage* 

Macd.  Oh  I could  play  the  Woman  with  my  eyes. 

And  brag  on't  with  my  tongue ; kind  Heavens  bring  this 
Dire  Friend  of  Scotland , and  my  felf  face  to  face, 

And  fet  him  within  the  reach  of  my  keen  Sword. 

And  if  he  out-lives  that  hour,  may  Heaven  forgive 
His  fins,  and  punifhme  for  hisefcape. 

Male . Let's  haften  to  the  Army,  fince  Macbeth 
Is  ripe  for  fall. 

Macd . Heaven  give  our  quarrel  but  as  good  fuccefs 
As  it  hath  Juftice  in’t : Kind  Powers  above 
Grant  peace  to  us,  whilft  we  take  his  away  5 
The  Night  is  long  that  never  finds  a Day.  £ Exeunt . 


ACT,  V. 


Enter  Seaton,  and  a Lady .. 


Lady.  T Have  feen  her  rife  from  her  bed,  throw 

I Her  Night-Gown  on  her,  unlock  her  Clofer, 
Take  forth  Paper,  fold  it,  write  upon’t,  read  it. 
Afterwards  Seal  it,  and  again  return  to  Bed, 

Yet  all  this  while  in  a moft  fafttleep. 

Seat ?Tis  ftrange  fiie  fhould  receive  the  Benefit 
Of  deep,  and  do  the  Effe&s  of  waking. 

In  this  diforder  what  at  any  time  have 
You  heard  her  fay  ? 

Lady . That  Sir,  which  I will  not  report  of  her. 

Seat . You  may  to  me ; and  *cis  moft  meet  you  fhou'd* 
Lady . Neither  to  You,  nor  any  one  living  ; 

Having  no  witnefs  to  confirm  my  Speech. 
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Enter  Lady  Macbeth. 

See  here  fhe  comes  : obferve  her,  and  ftand  clofe. 

Seat . You  fee  her  eyes  are  open. 

Lady.  Ay,  But  herSenfe  is  fhut. 

Seat.  What  is’t  fhe  does  now  ? Look  how  fhe  rubs  her  hands  s 
Lady . It  is  an  accuftom’d  attion  with  her  to  feem 
Thus  wafhing  her  hands : I have  known 
Her  continue  in  this  a quarter  of  ap  hour. 

La.^Macb.  Yet  our,  out,  here’s  a fpot. 

Seat . Hearkjfhefpeaks. 

La. Mach.  Out, out,  out  1 fay.  One, two  .*  Nay  then 
*Tis  time  to  do't : Fie  my  Lord,  fy,  a Souldier, 

And  affraid  ? What  need  we  fear  ? Who  knows  it  ? 

There’s  none  dares  call  our  Power  to  account : 

Yet  who  would  have  thought  the  old  Man  had 
So  much  Bloud  in  him. 

Seat . Do  you  mark  that  ? 

La.oVLacb.  dWacduff  had  once  a Wife  3 where  is  fhe  now  ? 
Will  thefe  hands  ne’re  be  clean  ? Fie  my  Lord, 

You  fpoil  all  with  this  ftarting  : Yet  here’s 

a ftnell  of  bloud  3 not  all  the  perfumes  of  Arabia 

Will  fweeten  this  little  Hand.  Oh,  oh,  oh.  [Exit. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Donalbain  ^WFlean,  wet  by  Lenox# 

Len.  Is  not  that  ‘Donalbain  and  young  Elean^  Banquo's  Son  > 
Don.  Who  is  this  niy  worthy  Friend  ? 

Len.  I by  your  prefence  feel  my  hopes  full  blown,. 

Which  hitherto  have  been  but  in  the  Bud. 

What  happy  Gale  has  brought  you  here*  to  fee 
Your  Fathers  DeathReveng’d  ? 

*£>0/;,  Hearing  of  Aid  fent  by  the  Engli[h  King, 

To  check  the  Tyrants  Infolence  3 I am  come 
From  Ireland : 

Elea . And  I from  France , we  are  but  newly  met. 

Don.  Where’s  my  Brother  ? 

Len.  He  and  the  good  Macduff  are  with  the  Army 
Behind  the  Wood. 

Don.-  What  do’s  the  Tyrant  now  > 

Len.  He  ftrongly  Fortifies  in  Dunfinane  5 
Some  fav  he  is  Mad,  others,  who  love  him  lefs, 
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Call  ic  a Valiant  Fury  ; but  what  e’re 
The  matter  is, there  is  a Civil  War 
Within  his  Bofom  5 and  he  finds  his  Crown 
Sit  loofe  about  him:  His  Power  grows  lefs. 

His  Fear  grows  greater  (till. 

Don.  Let’s  hafte  and  meet  my  Brother, 

My  Intereft  is  grafted  into  his, 

And  cannot  grow  without  ic. 

Len.  So  may  you  both  out-gTow  unlucky  Chance, 

And  may  the  Tyrant’s  Fall  that  Growth  Advance.  [ Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Macbeth,  Seat,  and  Attendants . 

Mach.  Bring  me  no  more  Reports Let  ’em  fly  all 
Till  Byrnam  Wood  remove  to  ‘Dunfin&ne 
I cannot  fear.  What’s  the  Boy  Malcolme  ? What 
Are  all  the  English  ? Are  they  not  of  Women 
Born  i And  t’allfuch  I am  invincible  5 
Then  fly  'falfe  Thanes , 

By  your  Revolt  you  have  inflam’d  my  Rage, 

And  now  have  borrowed  English  bloud  to  quench  it. 

Enter  a Mejfenger. 

Now  Friend,  what  means  thy  change  of  Countenance  ? 

Mejf.  There  are  Ten  Thoufand,  Sir. 

Mach.  Whar,  Ghofts  > 

Meff.  No,  Armed  men. 

Mach.  But  fuch  as  fhall  be  Ghofts  e’re  it  be  Night, 

Art  thou  turn’d  Coward  too,  Gnce  I made  thee  Captain  ? 

Go  Blufti  away  thy  Palenefs,  I am  fure 

Thy  Hands  are  of  another-Colour  5 thou  haft  Hands 

Of  Bloud,  but  Looks  of  Milk. 

MeJJ . The  Eng/ifb  Force  fo  pleafe  you 

Mach.  Take  thy  Face  hence. 

He  has  Infe&ed  me  with  Fear ; 

I am  fure  to  die  by  none  of  Woman  borru 
And  yet  the  English  Drums  beat  an  Alarm, 

As  fatal  to  my  Life  as  are  the  Crokcs 

O'  Raven  s-jw hen  they  flutter  about  the  Windows 

0‘ departing  men. 

My  hopes  arc  great, and  yet  mcthinksl  fear; 

My  Subjects  cry  out  Curfes  on  my  Name, 
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Which  like  a North-wind  feems  to  blaft  my  Hopes^ 

Seat. That  Wind  is  a contagious  V apour  exhal’d  from  Bloud. 
Enter  Second  xJAejjcnger. 

What  news  more  ? 

z Meff.  All’s  confirm’d,  my  Leige,  that  was  Reported. 

Math.  And  my  Refolves  in  fpite  of  Fate  (hall  be  as  firmly* 
Send  out  my  more  Horfc  5 and  Scour  the  Country  round. 

How  do’s  my  Wife  ? 

Sett.  Not  fo  fick,  my  Lord,  as  (he  is  troubled 
With  difturbing  Fancies,  that  keep  her  from  her  reft. 

Mach.  And  I,  mcthinks,  am  fick  of  her  Difeafe : 

Seaton  fend  out ; Captain,  the  Thanes  flie  from  thee : 

Wou’d  (he  were  well,  l’de  quickly  win  the  Field. , 

Stay  Seaton  Stay,  I’ll  bear  you  company, 

The  Englijb  cannot  long  maintain  the  Fight ; 

They  come  not  here  to  Kill,  butaobe  Slain; 

Send  out  our  Scouts. 

Seat.  Sir,  I am  gone.  \_/4jide. 

Not  to  obey  your  Orders,  but  the  Call  of  Juftice. 

I’ll  to  the  English  Train  whofe  Hopes  are  built 

Upon  their  Caufe,  and  not  on  Witches  Prophcfics.  [Exit. 

Macb.  Poor  Thanes,  you  vainly  hope  for  Vi&ory  t 
You’l  find  Macbeth  Invincible  ; or  if 
He  can  be  o’recome,  it  muft  be  then 

By  "Birnam  Oaks,  and  not  by  Englifh-men.  [Exit. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Malcolm,  Donalbain,  Seymor,  Macduff,  Lenox, 
Flean,  Souldiers. 

Male.  The  Sun  (hall  fee  us  Drain  the  Tyrants  Blood 
And  Dry  up  Ssotlands  Tears : How  much  we  are 
Oblig’d  to  England , which  like  a kind  Neighbour 
Lifts  us  up. when  we  were  Fain  below 
Our  own  Recovery. 

Seym.  What  VVood  is  this  before  us  ? 

Male.  The  Wood  of  Birnam. 

Seym.  Let  every  Souldier  hew  him  down  a Bough, 

And  bear’t  before  him  : By  that  we  may 
Keep  the  Number  of  our  Force  undifeover’d 
By  the  Enemy. 

Male.  It  (hall  be  done.  Wc  Learn  no  more  than  that 
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The  Confident  Tyrant  keeps  ftill  in  Dttnjlnaney 
And  will  endure  a Seige. 

He  is  of  late  grown  Confcious  of  his  Guilt, 

Which  makes  him  make  that  City  his  Place  of  Refuge, 

Macd.  He’ll  find  even  there  but  little  Safety  3 
His. very  Subjects  will  againft  him  Rife. 

So  Travellers  flie  to  an  Aged  Barn 

For  Shelter  from  the  Rain  ; when  the  next  Shock 

Of  Wind  throws  down  that  Roof  upon  their  Heads, 

From  which  they  hop’d  for  Succour. 

Len.  The  wretched  Kernes  which  now, like  Boughs, are  ty’d 
To  forc’d  Obedience;  will,  when  our  Swords 
Have  cut  thofe  Bonds,  ftar  t from  Obedience. 

Male . May  the  Event  make  good  our  Guefs  : 

Macd.  It  mud,  unlefs  our  Refolutions  fail 
They’l  kindle.  Sir,  their  juft  Revenge  at  ours : 

Which  double  Flame  will  finge  the  Wings  of  all 
The  Tyrants  hopes  3 depriv’d  of  thofe  Supports, 

He’ll  quickly  Fall. 

Seym . Let’s  all  retire  to  our  Commands ; our  Breath 
Spent  in  Difcourfe  does  but  defer  his  Death, 

And  but  delays  our  Vengeance. 

Macd.  Come  let’s  go ; 

The  fwifeeft  hafte  is  for  Revenge  too  (low.  [ Exeunt. 

Enter  Macbeth,  and Souldiers. 

Macb . Hang  out  our  Banners  proudly  o’re  the  Wall, 

The  Cry  is  ftill,  they  Come : Our  Caftles  Strength 

Will  Laugh  a Siege  to  Scorn  : Here  let  them  lie 

Till  Famine  eat  them  up  : Had  Seaton  ftill 

Been  ours,  and  others  who  now  Increafe  the  Number 

Of  our  Enemies,  We  might  have  met  ’em 

Face  to  Face.  mthin. 

What  Nolfe  is  that  ? 

Ser . It  feems  the  Cry  of  Women. 

Macb . I have  almoft  forgot  the  Tafte  of  Fears, 

The  time  has  been  that  Dangers  have  been  my  Familiars. 
Wherefore  was  that  Cry  ? 

Ser . Great  Sir,  the  Queen  is  Dead. 

Macb . She  fhould  have  Di’d  hereafter, 

I brought  Her  here,to  fee  my  Vi£times,not  to  Die. 

To 


To  Morrow,  to  Morrow,  and  to  Morrow, 

Creeps  in  a dealing  pace  from  Day  to  Day, 

To  thelaft  Minute  of  Recorded  Time: 

And  all  our  Yefterdays  have  lighted  Fools 
To  their  Eternal  Homes : Out,  out  that  Candle, 

Life’s  but  a Walking  Shadow,  a poor  Player 
That  Struts  and  Frets  his  hour  upon  the  Stage, 

And  then  is  heard  no  more.  It  is  a Tale 
Told  by  an  Ideot,  full  of  Sound  and  Fury 

Signifying  Nothing.  [Enter  a Monger* 

Thou  corned:  to  ufe  thy  Tongue  : Thy  Story  quickly, 

Mejf.  Let  my  Eyes  (peak  what  they  have  feen. 

For  my  Tongue  cannot. 

Macb . Thy  Eyes  fpeak  Terror,  let  thy  Tongue  expound 
Their  Language,  or  be  for  ever  Dumb. 

Mejf.  As  I did  (land  my  Watch  upon  the  Hill, 

I lookt  towards  Birnarn , and  anon  me  thoughts 
The  Wood  began  to  move. 

Macb.  Lyar  and  Slave. 

Mejf.  Let  me  endure  your  Wrath  if  5t  be  not  fo : 

Within  this  three  Mile  may  you  fee  it  coming, 

I fay,  a moving  Grove. 

Macb . If  thou  fpeakft  Falfe,  I’ll  fend  thy  Soul 
To  th3  other  World  to  meet  with  moving  Woods, 

And  walking  Forrefts  > 

There  to  PoSefs  what  it  but  Dreamt  of  here. 

If  thy  Speech  be  true,  I care  not  if  thou  doeft 
The  lame  for  me.  I now  begin 
To  doubt  the  Equivocation  of  the  Fiend, 

They  bid  me  not  to  fear  till  Birnam  Wood 
Should  come  to  Vunfinane : And  now  a Wood 
Isonits  March  this  way  *>  Arm,  Arm. 

Since  thus  a Wood  do’s  in  a March  appear. 

There  is  no  Flying  hence,  nor  Tarrying  here ; 

Methinks  I now  grow  weary  of  the  Sun, 

And  wifli  the  Worlds  great  Glafs  of  Life  were  run.  Exeunt] 

SCENE.  VI. 

Enter  Malcolme , Seymour , Macduff^  Lenox  Flean->  Seaton > 

Donalbain , and  their  Army  with  Boughs. 

Male . Here  we  are  near  enough  *,  throw  down 
Your  Leafie  Skreens 

And  (hew  like  thofe  you  are.  You  worthy  Uncle 
Shall  with  my  Brother  and  the  Noble  Lenox , 

March  in  the  Van,  whilft  Valiant  Seymour 
And  my  Self,  make  up  the  Grofs  of  the  Army, 

And  follow  you  with  fpeed 

Sey* 
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Sey.  Fare  well  > the  Monfter  has  forfook  his  hold  and  corner  -c 

To  offer  Battle.  . ' 

Macd  Let  him  come  on  * his  Title  now 
Sits  Loofe  about  him,  like  a Giants  Robe 
Upon  a Dwarfith  Thief. 

Enter  Macbeth. 

Mach.  ’Tis  too  Ignoble,  and  too  bafe  to  Flie  i 
Who’s  he  that  is  not  of  a Woman  Born, 

For  Inch  a one  I am  to  fear,  or  none. 

Enter  Lenox. 

Len.  Kind  Heaven,  I thank  thee  j have  I found  thee  here  > 

Oh  Scotland'.  Scotland!  may  ft  thou  owe  thy  juft 
Revenge  to  this  (harp  Sword,  or  this  bleft  Minute. 

Macb . Retire  fond  Man,  I wou’d  not  Kill  thee* 

Why  ftiould  Faulcons  prey  on  Hies  ? 

It  is  below  Macbeth  to  Fight  with  Men. 

Len  But  not  to  Murder  Women. 

Macb  Lenox , I pitty  thee,  thy  Arm’s  too  weak. 

Len  This  Arm  has  hitherto  found  good^Succeis 
On  y our  Minifters  of  Blood,  who  Murder  d 
Macduff s Lady,  and  brave  Banquo : 

Art  thou  lefs  Mortal  then  they  were  ? Or  more 
Exempt  from  Punifhment  ? Becaufe  thou  moft 
Deferv’ft  it.  Have  at  thy  Life. 

Macb  Since  then  thou  art  in  Love  with  Death,  I will 
Vouchfafeit  thee.  tfbey  fight,  falls. 

Thou  art  of  Woman  Born,  I’m  Cure.  L Macb. 

Len.  Oh  my  dear  Country,  Pardon  me  that  I 
Do  in  a caufe  fo  great,  fo  quickly  Die. 

Enter  Macduff. 

Mad.  ThiswaytheNoifeis,  Tyrant  (hew  thy  Face, 

Ifthoube’ft  Slain  and  by  no  hand  of  Mine,  ^ 

My  Wife  and  Childrens  Ghofts  will  haunt  me  for  t. 

I cannot  Strike  . . r 

At  wretched  Slaves,  who  fell  their  Lives  tor  ray  \ 

No,  my  Revenge  (hall  feek  a Nobler  Prey. 

Through  all  the  Paths  of  Death,  I le  fearch  him  out : 

Let  me  but  find  him,  Fortune • 

Enter  Malcolm^  and  Seymor. 

Sey.  This  way,  Great  Sir,  the  Tyrants  People  Fight 

With  Fear  as  great  as  is  his  Guilt. 

Male  See  who  Lies  here  *,  the  Noble  Lenox  Uain, 

What  Storm  has  brought  this  Blood  over  our 
Rifing  hopes. 

Sey.  Reftrain  your  Paflion,  Sir>  let  s to  our  Men, 

Thofe  who  in  Noble  Caufesfall,  deferve  Qur 


[Vies- 


[ Exit; 


OurPitty,  not  our  Sorrow. 

Pie  bid  fomc  Body  bear  the  Body  further  hence.  [Exeunt 

Enter  Macbeth . 

Mach  Why  (hould  I play  the  Roman  Fool  and  Fall, 

On  my  own  Swordy  while  I have  living  Foes 
To  Conquer  > my  Wounds  (hew  better  upon  them. 

Enter  Macduff. 

Macd.  Turn  Hell-Hound,  Turn. 

Mach  Of  all  Men  elfe,  I have  avoided  Thee  > 

But  get  thee  back,  my  Soul  is  too  much  clog’d 
With  Blood  of  thine  already. 

Macd.  Flehave  no  Words,  thy  Villanies  are  woife 
Then  ever  yet  werePuni(ht  with  a Curfe. 

Mach.  Thou  mayft  as  well  attempt  to  Wound  the  Air, 

As  me  > my  Deftiny’s  referv'd  for  fome  Immortal  Power, 

And  I mutt  fall  by  Miracle  b I cannot  Bleed. 

Macd . Have  thy  black  Deeds  then  turn’d  thee  to  a Devil. 

Mach  Thou  wouldft  but  (hare  the  Fate  of  Lenox . 

Macd L Is  Lenox  flain  > and  by  a Hand  that  would  Damn  all  it  kills. 

But  that  their  Caufe  perferves ’em. 

Macb.  I have  a Prophecy  fecures  my  Life. 

Macd.  I have  another  which  tells  me  I (hall  have  his  Blood, 

Whottrft  (hed  mine. 

Macb.  None  of  Woman  born  can  fpill  my  Blood. 

Macd.  Then  let  the  Devils  tell  thee,  Macduff 
Was  from  his  Mothers  Womb  untimely  Ript. 

Macb.  Curd  be  that  tongue  that  tells  me  fo, 

And  double  Damn’d  be  they  who  with  a double  fence 
Make  Promifes  to  our  Ears,  and  Break  at  latt 
ThatPromife  to  our  light : I will  not  Fight  with  thee. 

Macd.  Then  yield  thy  felf  a Prifoner  to  be  led  about 
The  World,  and  Gaz’d  on  as  a Monfter,  a Monfter 
More  Deform’d  then  ever  Ambition  Fram’d, 

Or  Tyranny  could  (hape. 

Mach  I (corn  to  Yield.  I will  in  fpice  of  Enchantment 
Fight  with  thee,  though  Birnam  Wood  be  come 
To  Dmfmane : 

And  thou  art  of  no  Woman  Born,  l'le  try,  £ ffhey  Fights  Macbeth 

If  by  a Man  it  be  thy  Fate  to  Die.  (falls. They  (bout  within 

Macd.  This  for  my  Royal  Matter  Duncan , 

This  for  my  dearett  Friend  my  Wife, 

This  for  thofe  Pledges  of  our  Loves,  my  Children. 

Hark  I hear  a Noife,  fure  there  are  more  [Shout  mthin 

Referves  to  Conquer. 

Pie  as  a Trophy  bear  away  his  Sword, 

To  witnefs  my  Revenge.  £Ew7  Macduff. 

I 2 Macb. 


Mach*  Farewel  vain  World,  and  what’s  mod  vain  in  if,  Ambition 

[ Vki* 

Enter  Malcolm , Seymour s Vonalhaln , F/e^,  Seaton^  and  Souldiers . 

Mz/c.  I wi(h  Macduff  were  fafe  Arriv’d,  lam 
In  doubt  for  him  •>  for  Lenox  I’me  in  grief. 

Seym . Confidcr  Lenox-,  Sir,  is  nobly  Slain  : 

They  who  in  Noble  CaufesfalL,  deferve 

Our  Pity,  not  our  Sorrow.  Look  where  the  Tyrant  is. 

Seat.  The  Witches,  Sir,  with  all  the  Power  of  Hell, 

Could  not  preferve  him  from  the  Hand  of  Heaven. 

Enter  Macduff  with  Macbetbs  Sword. 

Macd.  Long  Live  Malcolm , King  of  Scotland , fo  you  are  » 

And  though  I (hould  not  Boad,  that  one 
Whom  Guilt  might  eafily  weigh  down,  fell 
By  my  Hand  ^ yet  here  I prefent  you  with 
The  Tyrants  Sword,  to  (hew  that  Heaven  appointed 
Me  to  take  Revenge  for  you,  and  all 
That  Suffered  by  his  Power. 

Male . Macduff , we  have  .more  Ancient  Records 
Then  this  of  your  fuccefsful  Courage. 

Macd . Now  Scotland , thou  (halt  fee  bright  Day  again. 

That  Cloud’s  remov’d  that  did  Eclipfe  thy  Sun, 

And  Rain  down  Blood  upon  thee.  As  your  Arms 
Did  all  contribute  to  this  Vi&ory 
So  let  your  Voices  all  concur  to  give 
One  joyful  Acclamation. 

Long  live  Malcolm , King  of  Scotland 

Male . We  (hall  not  make  a large  Expence  of  time 
Before  we  Reckon  with  your  feveral  Loves, 

And  make  us  even  with  you.  ‘thanes  and  Kinfman, 

Henceforth  be  Earls,  the  hrfl  that  ever  Scotland 

Saw  Honour’d  with  that  Title : And  may  they  frill  Flourifli 

On  your  Families.  \ though  like  the  Laurels 

You  have  Won  to  Days  they  Spring  from  a Field  of  Blood, 

Dtag  his  body  hence,  and  let  it  Hang  upon 
A Pinnacle  in  Vunfinane,  to  (hew 
To  future  Ages  what  to  thofe  is  due. 

Who  others  Right,  by  Lawlefs  Power  pnrfue.  2 

Macd.  So. may  kind  Fortune  Crown  your  Raign  with  Peace,  ; 

As  it  has  Crown’d  your  Armies  with  Succefs 
And  may  the  Peoples  Prayers  dill  wait  on  you. 

As  all  their  Curies  did  Macbeth  purfue : i 

His  Vice  dial)  make  your  Virtue  fhine  more  Bright, 

As  a Fair  Day  fucceeds  a Stormy  Night. 
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ACT  I.  SCENE  I. 


Enter  Barnardo  and  Francifco,  tm  Sentinels . 


Fran . Nay  anfwerme,  ftand  and  unfold  your 


Ear.  Long  live  the  King. 

Fran , Barnardo  ? 

Bar.  He. 

Fran.  You  come  moft  carefully  upon  your  hour. 

Bar . ’Tis  now  (truck  twelve : get  thee  to  bed,  Francifco , 
For  this  relief  much  thanks,  ’tis  bitter  cold, 

And  I am  lick  at  heart. 

Bar.  Have  you  had  quiet  guard  ? 

Fran.  Not  a Moufe  (birring. 

Far.  Well,  good  night : 

If  you  do  meet  Horatio  and  Marcellas , 

The  rivals  of  my  watch,  bid  them  make  hafte. 


Enter  Horatio  and  Marcellus. 


Fran.  I think  I hear  them.  Stand  ho,  who  is  there? 
Hora.  Friends  to  this  ground. 

Mar.  And  Liege-men  to  the  'Dane. 

Fran.  Good  night. 

Mar . O farewel  honed  Souldiers  *,  who  has  relieved  you  ? 
Fran.  Barnardo  has  ray  place : good  night. 

Mar . Holla,  Barnardo. 
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loe  Tragedy  of 

Bar.  Say,  what  is  Horatio  there  ? 

Hora.  A piece  of  him. 

Ear,  Welcome  Horatio,  welcome  good  Marcellas. 

Hora.  What,  has  this  thing  appear’d  again  to  night? 
Far.  I have  feerrnothing. 

Mar.  Horatio  fays  ’tis  but  a phantafie, 

And  will  not  let  Belief  take  hold  of  him, 

Touching  this  dreadful  fight  twice  feen  of  us ; 

Therefore  I have  entreated  him  along. 

With  us  to  watch  the  minutes  of  this  night, 

44  That  if  again  this  apparition  come, 

*4  He  may  approve  our  eyes,  and  fpeak  to  it 
“Hora.  ’Twill  not  appear. 

Bar.  Sit  down  a while. 

And  let  us  once  again  afiail  your  ears 
That  are  fo  fortified  againft  our  flory, 

What  we  have  two  nights  feen, 

Hora.  Well,  let's  down, 

And  let  us  hear  Barnardo  fpeak  of  this. 

Bar.  Lafl:  night  of  all. 

When  yond  fame  Star  that’s  weftward  from  the  Pole, 

Had  made  his  courfe  to  enlighten  that  part  of  heaven 
Where  now  it  burns  Marcellas  and  my  felf, 

The  bell  then  beating  one.  * 

Enter  Ghoft. 

Mar.  Peace,  break  thee  off,  look  where  it  comes  again, 
Bar.  In  the  fame  figure,  like  the  King  that’s  dead, 

Mar.  Thou  art  a Scholar,  fpeak  to  it  Horatio. 

Hor.  Moft  like,  it  ftartles  me  with  fear  and  wonder. 

Bar.  It  would  be  fpoke  to. 

Mar.  Speak  to  it,  Horatio. 

Hor.  What  art  thou  that  ufurpeft  this  time  of  night. 
Together  with  that  fair  and  warlike  form, 

In  which  the  Majefty  of  buried  T>enmarl ^ 

Did  fometimes  march?  I charge  thee  fpeak. 

Mar.  It  is  offended. 

Bar.  See  it  ftalks  away, 

Hor.  Stay,  fpeak,  fpeak,  I charge  thee  fpeak. 

Mar.  'Tis  gone,  and  will  not  anlwer. 

Bar.  How  now,  Horatio  ? you  tremble  and  look  pale: 
Is  not  this  fomething  more  than  phantaliej? 

What  think  you  of  it? 

Hora.  I could  not  believe  this. 

Without  the  fenfible  and  true  avouch 
Of  mine  own  eyes. 

Mar.  Is  it  not  like  the  King  ? 

Hora.  As  thou  art  to  thy  felf : 


[Exit  Ghoft. 


Such 


Hamlet  Trince  ^Denmark. 

Such  was  the  very  armour  he  had  on, 

When  he  th’  ambitious  Norway  combated, 

44  So  frown’d  he  once,  when  in  an  angry  Parle 
44  He  fmote  the'fleaded  Pollax  on  the  Ice. 

Tis  ftrange. 

Mar.  Thus  twice  before , and  at  the  fame  hour, 

With  martial  ftalk  hath  he  gone  by  our  watch. 

Hora.  In  what  particular  thought  to  work  I know  not 
But  in  the  fcope  of  mine  opinion, 

This  bodes  fome  ftrange  eruption  to  our  State. 

Mar . Pray  fie  down  and  tell  me,  he  that  knows, 

Why  this  fame  ftrift  and  moft  obfervant  watch 
So  nightly  toils  the  fubjeft  of  the  land, 
c And  with  fuch  daily  coft  of  brazen  Canon, 

* And  foreign  Mart  for  implements  of  war  ? — ^ 

4 Why  fuch  imprefs  of  fhip- wrights,  whofe  fore  task 

* Does  not  divide  the  Sunday  from  the  week  ? 

* What  might  be  toward,  that  this  fweaty  hafte 
4 Makes  the  night  joynt  labour  with  the  day  ? 

4 Who  is’t  that  can  inform  me  ? 

Hora.  That  can  I: 

1 At  leaft  the  whifper  goes  fo. Our  laft  King, 

Whofe  image  even  but  now  appear’d  to  us, 

Was,  as  you  know,  by  Fortinbrafs  of  Norway , 

€ Thereto  prickt  on  by  a moft  emulate  pride, 

Dar’d  the  to  combate ; in  which  our  valiant  Hamlet , 

( 4 For  fo  this  fide  of  our  known  world  efteem’d  him  ) 

Did  flay  this  Fortinbrafs  who  by  a feafd  compaft, 

Well  ratified  by  Law  and  Heraldry, 

Did  forfeit  ( with  his  life  ) all  thefe  his  lands, 
e Which  he  flood  feiz’d  of,  to  the  Conquerour : 
e Againft  the  which  a moity  competent 
< Was  gaged  by  our  King  which  had  returned 
4 To  the  inheritance  of  Fortinbrafs, 

4 Had  he  been  vanquifher  : as  by  the  fame  compaft, 

4 And  carriage  of  the  Articles  defign, 

‘ His  fell  to  Hamlet:  now,  fir,  young  Fortinbraft 
1 Of  unimproved  metal,  hot,  and  full,' 

Hath  in  the  skirts  of  Norway  here  and  there 
Sharkt  up  a lift  of  lawlefsRcfolutes, 

4 For  food  and  diet  to  fome  Enterprife 
4 That  hath  a ftomack  in’t,  which  is  no  other 
4 As  it  doth  well  appear  unto  our  State,  ' 

4 But  to  recover  of  us  by  ftrong  hand 
4 And  Terms  compulfatory,  thofe  forefaid  lands 
4 So  by  his  Father  loft : „ and  this  I take  it 
Is  the  main  motive  of  our  preparations, 
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c The  fource  of  this  our  watch,  and  the  chief  head 
f Of  this  Poft-hafte,  and  romage  in  the  land. 

Bar.  I think  it  be  no  other  but  even  fo : 

Well  may  it  fort  that  this  portentous  figure 
Comes  armed  through  our  watch  fo  like  the  King 
That  was  and  is  the  queftion  of  thefe  wars. 

‘ Ho/a.  A mote  it  is  to  trouble  the  minds  eye. 

4 In  the  mod  high  and  flonrifhing  ftate  of  Rome , 

4 A little  e’re  the  mightieft  Julius  fell, 

4 The  graves  flood  tenantlefs,  and  the  Iheeted  dead 
* Did  fqueak  and  gibber  in  the  Roman  ftreets, 

4 As  Stars  withjrains  of  fire,  and  dews  of  blood, 

4 Difafters  in  the  Sun,  and  the  moift  Star, 

4 Upon  whofe  influence  Neptunes  Empire  Hands 
4 Was  fick  3lmoftto  Doomfday  with  eclipfe, 

1 And  even  the  like  precurfeof  fierce  events, 

4 As  harbingers  preceding  ftill  the  fates 
4 And  Prologue  to  the  Omen  coming  on, 

4 Have  heaven  and  earth  together  demonft  rated 
4 Unto  our  Climatures  and  Countrymen. 

But  foft,  behold ! lo  where  it  comes  again, 

3’ie  crofs  it  though  it  blaft  me : Stay  illufion, 

If  thou  haft  any  found,  or  ufe  of  voice, 

Speak  to  me  : if  there  be  any  good  thing  to  be  done. 
That  may  to  thee  do  eafe,  and  grace  to  me, 

Speak  to  me. 

If  thou  art  privy  to  thy  Countries  fate. 

Which  happily  foreknowing  may  avoid, 

O fpeak : 

Or  if  thou  haft  uphoorded  in  thy  life 
Extorted  treafure  in  the  womb  of  earth, 

For  which  they  fay  your  fpirits  oft  walk  in  death, 
Speak  of  it,  flay  and  fpeak  •,  flop  it  Marcellas , 

Mar.  Shall  I flrike  it  with  my  Partifan? 

Hor.  Do,  if  it  will  not  ftand. 

Bar.  ’Tishere. 

Hor.  ’Tis  here. 

Mar.  ’Tis  gone. 

We  do  it  wrong  being  fo  majeftical, 

To  offer  it  the  fhew  of  violence  : 

It  is  ever  as  the  air,  invulnerable, 

And  our  vain  blows  malicious  mo  ckery. 

Bar . It  was  about  to  fpeak  when  the  Cock  crew. 
Hor.  And  then  it  flarted  like  a guilty  thing 
Upon  a fearful  fummons : 1 have  heard, 

The  Cock,  that  is  the  trumpet  to  the  morn, 

Doth  with  his  lofty  and  ftrill  founding  throat 


f Enter  Ghoft, 

][  He  Jpreads 
[ bis  arms . 


[The  Cock  crows, 

[ Exit  Ghoft, 


Awake  ^ 
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Awake  the  God  of  Day ; and  at  his  warning, 

Whether  in  Sea  or  Fire,  in  Earth  or  Air, 

Th’  extravagant  and  erring  Spirit  hyes 
To  his  confine ; ‘ And  of  the  truth  herein 
4 This  preient  Object  made  probation. 

Mar . It  faded  at  the  Crowing  of  the  Cock. 

4 Some  fay,  that  ever  ’gainft  that  feafon  comes, 

4 Wherein  our  Saviour’s  Birth  is  celebrated, 

4 This  Bird  of  dawning  fingeth  all  night  long, 

4 And  then,  they  fay,  aofpirit  dares  ftir  abroad, 
r The  nights  are  wholfome } then  no  Planets  (trike, 

‘No  Fairy  takes,  no  Witch  hath  power  to  charm ; 

4 So  hallowed  and  fo  gracious  is  that  Time. 

4 Hor.  So  have  I heard,  and  do  in  part  believe  it : 

But  look,  the  Morn  in  ruflet  Mantle  clad 
Walks  o’re  the  Dew  of  yon  high  Eallern  Hill : 

Break  we  our  watch  up,  and,  by  my  Advice, 

Let  us  impart  what  we  have  feen  to  Night 

Unto  young  Hamlet  j perhaps 

This  Spirit  dumb  to  us  will  (peak  to  him. 

4 Do  you  confent  we  (hall  acquaint  him  with  it, 

* As  needful  in  our  Loves,  fitting  our  Duty  ? 

Afar.  Let’s  do  t,  I pray  * and  I this  Morning  know 
Where  we  fhall  find  him  molt  convenient.  [ Exeunt* 

Flourish.  Enter  Claudius  King  of  Denmark,  Gertrard  the  Queen , Council , 
as  Polonius,  and  his  Son  Laertes,  Hamlet,  cum  aliis . 

King.  Though  yet  of  Hamlet  our  dear  Brother’s  Death 
The  memory  be  green,  and  that  it  us  befitted 
To  bear  our  Hearts  in  Grief,  and  our  whole  Kingdom 
To  be  contracted  in  one  Brow  of  Woe  : 

Yet  fo  far  hath  Difcretion  fought  with  Nature, 

That  we  with  wifeft  forrow  think  on  him, 

Together  with  remembrance  of  our  felves: 

Therefore  our  fometime  Sifter,  now  our  Queen, 

Th’  Imperial  Jointrefsto  this  warlike  State, 

Have  we  as  ’twere  with  a defeated  Joy, 

4 With  an  aufpicious  and  dropping  Eye, 
f With  Mirth  in  Funeral,  and  with  Dirge  in  Marriage, 

* In  equal  Scale,  weighing  Delight  and  Dole, 

Taken  to  Wife,  nor  have  we  herein  barr’d 
Your  better  Wifdoms,  which  have  freely  gone 
With  this  Affair  along  (for  all  our  thanks ) 

4 Now  follows  that  you  know  young  Fortinbrafsy 
4 Holding  a weak  fuppofal  of  our  Worth, 

4 Or  thinking  by  our  late  dear  Brother’s  Death 

4 Our 
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< Our  ftate  to  be  difjoynt,  and  out  of  frame, 

4 Golleagued  with  this  dream  of  his  advantage, 

4 He  hath  not  failed  to  pefter  us  with  mefiage, 

4 Importing  the  furrender  of  thofe  Lands 
4 Loft  by  his  Father,  with  all  bands  of  Law, 

4 To  our  moft  valiant  brother.  So  much  for  him, 

* Now  for  our  felf,  and  for  this  time  of  meeting, 

4 Thus  much  thebufinefs  is,  we  have  here  writ 
4 To  Norway , Uncle  of  young  Fortinbrafs , 

4 Who,  impotent  and  bed-rid,  fcareely  hears 
‘ Of  this  his  Nephew  s purpofe,  to  fupprefs 
4 His  further  Gate  herein,  in  that  the  Levies, 

4 The  Lifts,  and  fullProportions  are  all  made 
4 Out  of  his  Subjefts : And  we  now  difpatch 
4 You  good  Cornelius , and  you  Voltemand , 

4 Ambafladors  to  old  Norway , 

4 Who  have  no  further  perfonal  Power 
4 Of  Treaty  with  the  King,  more  than  the  fcope 
4 Of  thefe  dilated  Articles  allow. 

4 Farewel,  and  let  your  haft  commend  your  duty. 

' Cor . Vo.  In  that  and  all  things  will  we  fhew  our  duty. 

4 King . We  doubt  it  nothing : heartily  farewel. 

Now  Laertes , what’s  the  news  with  you  ? 

You  told  us  of  fome  fuit,  what  is’t  Laertes  ? 

4 You  cannot  fpcak  ofreafon  to  the  i Dane, 

4 And  lofe  your  voice : what  would’ft  thou  beg  Laertes  ? 

4 That  fhall  not  be  my  offer,  not  thy  asking. 

4 The  head  is  not  more  native  to  the  heart, 

4 The  hand  more  inftrumental  to  the  mouth, 
r Than  is  the  Throne  of  Denmark,  to  thy  Father : 

4 What  would’ft  thou  have  Laertes  ? 

Laer.  My  dear  Lord, 

Your  leave  and  favour  to  return  to  France , 

From  whence  though  willingly  I came  to  Denmark , 

To  fhew  my  duty  in  your  Coronation  ; 

Yet  now,  I muft  confefs,  that  duty  done, 

My  thoughts  and  wifhes  bend  again  toward  France , 

4 And  bow  them  to  your  gracious  leave  and  favour. 

King.  Have  you  your  Father's  leave  ? what  fays  Polomns 
Polo ♦ He  hath,  my  Lord,  wrung  from  me  my  flow  leave 
By  labourforae  petition  •,  and  at  laft, 

Upon  his  will  1 feaPd  my  hard  confent. 
e 1 do  befeech  you  give  him  leave  to  go. 

King.  Take  thy  fair  hour  Laertes , time  be  thine. 

And  thy  belt  graces;  fpend  it  at  thy  will. 

But  now  my  coufin  Hamlet , and  my  fon. 

Ham.  A little  more  than  kin*  and  lefs  than  kind. 
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How  is  it  that  the  clouds  frill  hairg  on  you  ? 

Not  fo  much  my  Lord,  I am  too  much  in  the  Sun:  . 

Queen,  Good  Hamlet  caft  thy  nighted  colour  offj 
And  let  thine  eye  look  like  a friend  on  Z Remark 
Do  not  for  ever  with  thy  vailed  lids 
Seek  for  thy  noble  Father  in  the  dull : 

Thou  know’ll  ’tis  common  all  that  live  mull  die, 

Palling  through  Nature  to  Eternity. 

Ham . I Madam,  it  is  common,  * 

Queen.  If  it  be, 

Why  feems  it  fo  particular  with  thee? 

Ham.  Seems,  Madam,  nay  it  is,  I know  not  feems, 

’Tis  not  alone  this  mourning  cloke  could  fmother, 

4 Nor  cuftomary  futes  of  folemn  black, 

4 Nor  windy  fufpiration  of  forc'd  breath, 

4 No,  nor  the  fruitful  river  in  the  eye, 

* Nor  the  dejcdted  haviour  of  the  vifage, 

Together  with  all  forms,  modes,  fliapes  of  grief, 

That  can  denote  me  truly  *,  thefe  indeed  feem, 

4 For  they  are  adtions  that  a man  might  play : 

But  I have  that  within  which  pafles  (hew, 

Thefe  but  the  trappings  and  the  fuits  of  woe. 

King.  ’Tisfweet  and  commendable  in  your  nature  Hamlet^ 
To  give  thefe  mourning  duties  to  your  Father; 

But  you  muft  know  your  Father  loft  a Father  : 

That  Father  loft,  loft  his,  and  the  furviver  bound 
In  filial  obligation  for  fome  term 
To  do  obfequious  forrow  $ but  to  perfevere 
In  obftinate  condolement,  dares  exprefs 
An  impious  ftubbornnefs,  ’tis  unmanly  grief, 

4 It  Ihews  a will  mod  incorredt  to  heaven, 

4 A heart  unfortified,  or  mind  impatient, 

4 An  underftanding  fimple  and  unfchool  d : 

4 For  what  we  know  muft  be,  and  is  as  common 
4 As  any  the  mod  vulgar  thing  to  fenfe, 

4 Why  Ihould  we  in  our  peevifh  oppofition 
4 Take  it  to  heart  ? fie,  ’tis  a fault  to  heaven; 

4 A fault  againft  the  dead,  a fault  to  nature, 

4 Toreafon  mod  abfurd,  whofe  common  theam 
4 Is  death  of  fathers,  and  who  ftill  have  cried 
4 From  the  fir/l  Coarfe  till  he  that  died  to  day, 

1 This  muft  be  fo : we  pray  you  throw  to  earth 
This  unprevailing  woe,  and  think  of  us 
As  of  a father : and  let  the  world  take  note 
You  are  the  moft  immediate  to  our  Throne, 

4 And  with  no  lefs  nobility  of  love 
1 Than  that  which  deareft  father  bears  his  foa 


8 The  Tragedy  of 

< Do  I impart  t award  you  for  your  intent 
( In  going  back  to  School  to  Wittenberg. 

4 It  is  mod  retrograde  to  our  defire, 

4 And  we  bcfcech  you  bend  you  to  remain 
4 Here  in  the  Chear  and  comfort  of  out  Eye, 

Our  chiefed  Courtier,  Coufin  and  our  Son. 

Queen-  Let  not  thy  Mother  lofe  her  Prayers,  Hamlet. 

I pray  thee  day  with  us,  go  not  to  Wittenberg . 

Ham.  I (hall  in  all  my  belt  obey  you,  Madam. 

King.  Tis  a loving  and  a fair  Reply. 

Be  as  our  felf  in  Denmark • Madam  come, 

This  gentle  and  unforc’d  accord  of  Hamlet 
Sits  fmiling  to  my  Heart,  in  grace  whereof. 

No  jocund  Health  that  'Denmarkjb rinks  to  day, 

But  the  great  Canon  to  the  Clouds  fhall  tell, 

4 And  the  Kings  rowfe  the  Heaven  fiiali  bruit  again, 
Refpeaking  Earthly  Thunder  : Come  away.  C Flonrij 
Ham.  O that  this  too  too  folid  FJefh  would  melt, 

Thaw  and  refolve  it  felf  into  a dew, 

Or  that  the  everlafting  had  not  fixt 
His  Canon  ’gaind  felf  Slaughter ! 

How  weary,  Hale,  flat  and  unprofitable 
Seem  to  me  all  the  ufes  of  this  World  ? 

’Tis  an  unweeded  Garden 

That  grows  to  Seed  \ things  rank  and  grofs  in  Nature 
Poflefs  it  meeriy  ^ that  it  fhould  come  thus, 

But  two  months  Dead,  nay,  not  fo  much,  not  two, 

So  excellent  a King, 

So  loving  to  my  Mother, 

That  he  permitted  not  the  Winds  of  Heaven 
Vifit  her  Face  too  roughly  : 

She  us'd  to  hang  on  him, 

As  if  encreafe  of  Appetite  had  grown 
By  what  it  fed  on  } and  yet  within  a Month, 

Let  me  not  think  on  t,  Frailty  thy  name  is  Woman, 

* A little  month  : or  e’re  thofe  fhooes  were  old, 

4 With  which  (he  follow’d  my  poor  Father’s  Body, 

4 Like  Niobc  all  Tears,  why  (he, 

4 Heaven  ! a bead  that  wants  difcourfe  of  realon 
4 Would  have  mourn’d  longer,  married  with  my  Uncle, 
My  father’s  brother ; but  no  more  like  my  father 
Than  I to  Hercules : within  a month, 

4 E’re  yet  the  fait  of  mod  unrighteous  tears 
4 Had  left  the  fluffing  in  her  galled  eyes, 

4 She  married  1 O mod  wicked  fpeed  to  poll 
4 With  fuch  dexterity  to  inceduous  (heels  \ 

6 It  is  not,  nor  it  cannot  come  to  good. 


* 


Exeunt  all  tut 
[ Hamlet. 


f But  break  my  heart,  for  I muft  hold  my  tongue. 

Enter  Horatio,  Marcellus,  and  Barnardo, 

Hor . Hail  to  your  Lordfirip. 

Ham.  I am  glad  to  fee  you  well , Horatioy  or  I forget  my  fclf, 

Hor . The  fame,  my  Lord,  and  your  poor  fervant  ever. 

Ham . Sir,  my  good  Friend,  Tie  change  that  name  with  youj 
And  what  make  you  from  Wittenberg , Horatio  ? 

Marcellas . 

Mar . My  good  Lord. 

Ham.  I am  very  glad  to  fee  you  ( good  even  Sir. ) 

But  what  make  you  from  Wittenberg  ? 

Hor.  A truant  difpofition,  my  good  Lord. 

Ham.  I would  not  hear  your  enemy  fay  fo, 

Nor  (hall  you  do  my  ear  that  violence, 

To  be  a witnefs  of  your  own  report 
Againft  your  felf  \ l know  you  are  no  truant  ? 

But  what  is  your  affair  in  Elfenoar  ? 

Wee’l  teach  you  here  to  drink  e’re  you  depart. 

Horn.  My  Lord  I came  to  fee  your  Father’s  Funeral. 

Ham . I prethee  do  not  mock  me,  fellow  ftudent, 

I think  it  was  to  my  Mother’s  Wedding. 

Hor . Indeed,  my  Lord,  it  follow’d  hard  upon. 

Ham.  Thrift,  thrift,  Horatio  \ the  Funeral  bak’d  meats 
Did  coldly  furnifh  forth  the  Marriage  Tables. 

Would  I had  met  my  deareft  Foe  in  heaven 
E’re  I had  feen  that  day,  Horatio . 

My  Father,  methinks  I fee  my  Father. 

Hor  a.  Where  my  Lord  ? 

Ham . In  my  minds  Eye,  Horatio. 

Hora . I faw  him  once,  he  was  a goodly  King. 

Ham.  He  was  a man,  take  him  for  all  in  all, 

I fhall  not  look  upon  his  like  again. 

Hora.  MyLord,  I think  I faw  him  yefter-night. 

Ham.  Saw  who  ? 

Hora . My  Lord,  the  King  your  Father. 

Ham.  The  King  my  Father! 

Hora.  Defer  your  admiration  but  a while 
With  an  attentive  ear,  till  I may  deliver, 

Upon  the  witnefs  of  thefe  Gentlemen, 

This  wonder  to  you. 

Ham.  Pray  let  me  hear. 

Hora.  Two  nights  together  had  thefe  Gentlemen, 

Marcellas  and  Barnardo , on  their  watch, 

4 In  the  dead  vaft  and  middle  of  the  night 
Been  thus  encounter’d : a figure  like  your  Father, 

And  armed  exactly,  Cap-a.pe, 

Appears  before  them,  and  with  folemn  march 

C Geos 


Goes  flow  and  ftately  by  them  .*  thrice  lie  walkt 
by  their  oppreft  and  fear  furprized  Eyes 
Within  this  truncheons  length,  whilftthey  diftill’d 
Almoft  to  geily  with  their  fear, 

Sc  and  dumb  and  fpeak  not  to  him  : this  to  me 
They  did  impart  in  dreadful  fecrefie, 

And  I with  them  the  third  night  kept  the  watch, 

Where  as  they  had  delivered,  both  in  time, 

Form  of  the  thing,  each  word  made  true  and  good. 

The  apparition  comes : c 1 know7  your  father, 

4 Thefe  hands  are  not  more  like. 

Ham,  But  where  was  this  ? 

Mar.  My  Lord  upon  the  platform  where  we  watcht. 

Ham.  Did  you  not  fpeak  to  it  ? 

Bora.  My  Lord,  I did, 

But  anfwer  made  it  none  : yet  once  methought 
It  lifted  up  its^head,  and  did  addrefs 
It  felf  to  motion,  as  it  would  fpeak', 

But  even  then  the  morning  Cock  crew  loud, 

And  at  the  found  it  fhrunk  in  haft  away, 

And  vanifht  from  our  light. 

Ham.  ’Tis  very  ftrange. 

Hora.  As  I do  live,  my  honour’d  Lord,  ’tis  true. 

And  we  did  think  it  then  our  duty 
To  let  you  know  it. 

Ham.  Indeed  Sirs  but  this  troubles  me, 

Hold  you  the  watch  to  night  ? 

All.  We  do  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Arm’d  fay  you  ? 

All.  Arm’d,  My  Lord. 

Ham.  From  top  to  toe  ? 

All.  From  head  to  foot. 

Ham.  Then  faw  you  not  his  face  ? 

Horn.  O Yes,  my  Lord,  he  wore  his  Beaver  up. 

Ham . What  ? lookt  he  frowningly  ? 

Hora . A countenance  more  in  forrow  than  in  anger. 

Ham.  Pale  or  red  ? 

Hora  Nay  very  pale. 

Ham.  And  fixt  his  eyes  upon  you  ? * 

Hora.  Moft  conftantly. 

Ham . I would  i had  been  there. 

Hora  It  would  have  much  amaz’d  you. 

Ham.  Very  like:  ftaid  it  long? 

Hora  While  one  with  moderate  hafte  might  tell  an  hundred. 

Both.  Longer,  longer. 

Hor.  Not  when  1 faw’t. 

Ham,  His  beard  was  grilled  ? 

Hot 
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Hor,  It  was  as!  have  fecn  Is  In  his  life,  . 

A fable  filver’d. 

Ham.  I will  watch  to  night, 

Perchance  'twill  walk  again. 

Nor . i war’nt  itvvill. 

Ham.  Ifitaffume  my  noble  father's  perfon 
I’ll  fpeak  to  it  though  hell  itfelf  Ihould  gape 
And  bid  me  hold  my  peace.  I pray  you  all. 

If  you  have  hitherto  conceal’d  this  fight, 

Let  it  require  your  filence  ftill, 

And  whatfoever  elfe  (hall  hap  to  night. 

Give  it  an  undcrftanding , but  no  tongue  % 

I will  requite  your  loves : So  fare  you  well. 

Upon  the  platform  ’twixt  eleven  and  twelve 
I’il  vifit  you. 

All.  Our  duty  to  your  honour.  C Exeunt. 

Ham . Your  loves  as  mine  to  you  ^ farewell.  Hamlet . 

My  father’s  Spirit  in  Arms,  all  is  not  well. 

I doubt  feme  foul  play,  would  the  night  were  come  : 

Till  then  fit  ftill  my  Soul,  foul  deeds  will  rife, 

Though  all  the  earth  o’rewhelm  them  from  mens  Eyes.  f Exit . 

Enter  Laertes,  and  Ophelia  his  Sifter. 

Latr.  My  neceflaries  are  imbark’t,  farewel, 

And  lifter,  as  the  winds  give  benefit 
‘ And  convey  in  Afliftant,  ,,  do  not  fleep. 

But  let  me  hear  from  you. 

Ophel.  Do  you  doubt  that  ? 

Laer.  For  Hamlet  and  the  trifling  of  his  favour, 

Hold  itafafhion,  and  a toy  in  blood, 

A Violet  in  the  youth  and  prime  of  Nature, 

Forward,  not  permanent  \ fweet,  not  lafting, 

The  perfume  and  fupplianceof  a minute  : 

No  more. 

Ophel.  No  more  but  fo. 

Laer.  Think  it  no  more. 

1 For  Nature  creflant  does  not  grow  alone, 

* In  thews  and  bulks,  but  as  this  Temple  waxes, 

4 The  inward  fervice  of  the  mind  and  ioul 
4 Grows  wide  withal : perhaps  he  loves  you  now, 

4 And  now  no  foil  nor  cautel  doth  befmerch 
4 The  virtue  of  his  will ; but  you  muftfear 
His  greatnefs  weigh’d,  his  will  is  not  his  own.  / 

He  may  not,  as  inferiour  perfonsdo,  / 

Beftow  hirafelf : for  on  his  choice  depends 
The  fafety  and  health  of  this  whole  ftate,  / 

4 And  therefore  mufthis  choice  be  circumftib’d 
£ Unto  the  Voice  and  yielding  of  that  bp»y 

c/ 
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Whereof  he  is  the  head)  then  if  he  fays  he  loves  you 
It  fits  your  wifdom  fo  far  to  believe  it,  ’ 

' As  he  in  his  particular  Aft  and  Place 
‘May  give  his  laying  deed ; which  is  no  further 
Than  the  main  voice  of  Z>««M*r^goes  withal. 

Then  weigh  what  lofs  you  honour  may  fuftain, 

If  with  your  credulous  ear  you  hear  his  Songs, 

‘ Or  lofe  your  heart,  or  your  chaft  treafursr  open 

* To  his  unmaftred  importunity. 

* Pear  it  Ophelia,  fear  it  my  dear  lifter, 

* AncJ  keep  you  in  the  rear  of  your  affeftion, 

* Out  of  the  Ihot  and  danger  of  defire : 

* The  charieft  maid  is  prodigal  enough, 

‘ if  ihe  unmask  her  beauty  to  the  Moon : 

‘Virtue  it  felffcapes  not  calumnious  ftrokes; 

4 The  canker  galls  the  infant  of  the  Spring 
' Too  oft  before  their  buttons  be  difclos’d, 

4 And  in  the  morn  and  liquid  dew  of  youth 
‘ Contagious  blaftments  are  moft  imminent. 

4 Be  wary  then,  bell  fafety  lies  in  fear, 

4 Youth  to  it  felf  rebels  though  none  elfe  near. 

OfhcJ.  1 (hall  the  Effeft  of  this  good  Leflon  keep 
About  my  heart:  But  good  brother 
Do  not  as  fome  ungracious  Paftors  do, 

Shew  me  the  fteep  and  thorny  way  to  heaven. 

Whiles  like  a Libertine, 

H.tnfelf  the  Primrofe-path  of  dalliance  treads, 

4 And  reaks  not  his  own  reed.  £. Enter  Tolonists. 

L»er.  O fear  me  not ; 

I ftay  too  long  : “ but  here  my  Father  comes. 

4 A dou'ole  blefling  is  a double  grace, 

4 Occafiou  fmiies  upon  a fecond  leave. 
f°l°-  here  Laertes  ? aboard,  aboard  for  fhame. 

The  wind  fas  in  the  fhoulder  of  your  fail, 

! j ^aic*  ^or*  There  my  blefling  with  thee, 

And  thefe  rev  precepts  in  thy  memory 
‘ Look  thou  Cinra&er : Give  thy  thoughts  no  tongue, 

Nor  any  nnprotortiotfd  thought  his  aft: 

1 but  by  no  means  vulgar : 

Thole  friends  thoi  haft  and  their  adoption  tried, 

Grapple  them  unto  iiy  Soul  with  hoops  of  ftee), 

But  do  not  dull  thy  pi|m  with  entertainment 
‘ Of  each  new  batch’d  mfledg’d  courage:  beware 
Of  entrance  to  a quarrel,  but  being  in, 

4 Bear’t  that  th’  oppofer  imv  beware  of  thee : 

‘Give every  man  thy  ear,  b*  few  thy  voice  -9 
- eac“  man  s cenfure,  butr^ferve  thy  judgment  : 
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4 Coftly  thy  habit  as  thy  purfe  can  buy, 

4 Bat  not  cxpreft  in  fancy  ; rich,  nor  gaudy  ; 

4 For  the  apparel  oft  proclaims  theman, 

4 And  they  in  France  of  the  beft  rank  and  Ration, 
c Are  of  a moll  feledt  and  generous,  chief  in  that: 

4 Neither  a borrower  nor  a lender  boy, 

4 For  love  oft  lofes  both  it  felf  and  friend, 

4 And  Borrowing  dulls  the  Edge  of  Husbandry. 

4 This  above  all,  to  thine  own  felf  be  true, 

4 And  it  mull  follow  as  the  night  to  day, 

4 Thou  canft  not  then  be  falfeto  any  man* 

4 Farewel,  my  blefling  feafon  this  in  thee. 

Laer.  Moll  humbly  I do  take  my  leave,  my  Lord* 

Fol.  The  time  invefts  you,  go,  your  fervants  tend. 

Laer.  Farewel,  Ophelia , and  remember  well 
What  1 have  faid  to  you. 

Ophel.  ’Tis  in  my  memory  lockt, 

And  you  your  felf  {hall  keep  the  key  of  it. 

Laer . Farewel.  ZE\it  Laertes . 

Fol.  What  is’t,  Ophelia , he  hath  faid  to  you  ? 

Ophel . Sopleafeyou,  fomething  touching  the  Lord  Hamlet. 

Fol.  Marry  well  bethought. 

' Tis  told  me  he  hath  very  oft  of  late 

Given  private  time  to  you : and  you  your  felf 

Have  of  your  audience  been  molt  free  and  bounteous. 

If  it  be  fo?  as  fo  ’tis  put  on  me, 

And  that  in  way  of  caution,  I mult  tell  you 
You  do  not  underftand  your  felf  fo  clearly 
As  it  behoves  my  daughter,  and  your  honour : 

What  is  between  you?  give  me  up  the  truth. 

Ophel.  He  hath,  my  Lord,  of  late  made  many  tenders 
Of  his  Affedtion  to  me. 

Fol.  Affedtion  ! puh,  you  fpeaklike  a green  girl, 

Unfifted  in  fuch  perillous  circumftance : 

Do  you  believe  his  tenders,  as  you  call  them  ? 

Ophel . I do  not  know,  my  Lord,  whatlfhouid  think. 

Pol.  Marry  I will  teach  you,  think  your  felf  a baby, 

That  you  have  ta’ne  thefe  tenders  for  true  pay, 

Which  are  not  fterling:  tender  your  fell  more  dearly, 

Or  (not  to  crack  the  wind  of  this  poor  phrafe) 

Wrong  it  thus,  you’l  tender  me  a fool. 

Ophel  My  Lord,  he  hath  importun'd  me  with  love 
In  honourable  falhion. 

Fol.  I,  fafhion  you  may  call  it,  go  too,  go  too. 

Ophel  And  hath  given  countenance  to  his  fpeecb, 

My  Lord,  with  almoft  all  the  holy  vows  of  heaven* 

Pol , 1 fpringes  to  catch  Wood-cocks  ‘7 1 know 
When  the  Blood  burns  how  prodigally  the  Soul  Lends 
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Lends  the  tongue  vows,  a thefe  biases,  daughter* 

4 Giving  more  light  than  heat;  Extinft  in  both, 
f Even  in  their  promife,  as  it  is  a making, 
c You  mull  not  take’e  for  fire;  from  this  time 

* Befomething  fcanter  of  your  maiden  prefence, 

4 Set  your  entreatments  at  a higher  rate 

4 Than  a command  to  parley  \ for  Lord  Hamlet , 
c Believe  fo  much  in  him,  that  he  is  young, 

4 And  with  a larger  tedder  may  he  walk 
4 Than  may  be  given  you  : in  few,  Ophelia, 

< Do  not  believe  his  vows,  for  they  are  Brokers, 

4 Not  of  that  dye  which  their  inveftments  ihew, 

1 But  meer  Impiorators  of  unholy  fuits, 

4 Breathing  like  fandihed  and  pious  bonds, 
c The  better  to  beguile : this  is  for  all, 

I would  nor,  in  plain  terms,  from  this  time  forth 
Have  you  foflander  any  moments  leifure, 

As  to  give  words  or  talk  with  the  Lord  Hamlet , 

Look  to’t  I charge  you,  come  your  ways. 

Ophel.  Ifnallobey,  my  Lord.  X^Exemt* 

Enter  Hamlet,  Horatio,  and  Marcellus. 

Ham.  The  air  bites  (hrewdly,  it  is  very  cold.  x 
Her  a.  It  is  a nipping,  and  an  eager  air. 

Ham.  What  hour  now  ? 

Hor a.  I think  it  lacks  of  twelve. 

Mar . No,  it  is  ftruck. 

Hora . I heard  it  not : it  then  draws  near  the  feafon 
Wherein  the  fpirit  held  his  wont  to  walk.  [sf  flourijh  of  Tram- 

What  does  this  mean,  my  Lord  ? af1^  Gum. 

Ham.  The  King  doth  walk  to  night  and  takes  his  rowfe, 
c Keeps  wafiel,  and  the  fwaggering  up  fpring  reels, 

And  as  he  takes  his  draughts  of  Rhenifh  down, 

The  Kettle-Drum  and  Trumpet  thus  proclaim 
The  triumph  of  his  pledge. 

Hora.  Is  it  acuftom  ? 

Ham.  I marry  is’t, 

But  to  my  mind,  though  I am  native  here 

And  to  the  manner  born,  it  is  a cuftom 

More  honour  d in  the  breach  than  the  obfervance: 

4 This  heavy-headed  revel  Eaft  and  Weft 

* Makes  us  traduc’d  and  taxed  of  other  nations  : 

4 Theyclepeus  Drunkards,  and  withfwinilh  phrnfe 

* Soil  our  addition  : and  indeed  it  takes 

4 Froto  our  atchievements,  though  perform’d  at  height, 

4 The  pith  and  marrow  of  our  attribute  : 

4 So  oft  it  chances  in  particular  men, 

6 That  for  fome  vicious  mole  of  Nature  in  them, 
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1 As  in  their  birth,  wherein  they  are  not  guilty, 

(Since  Nature  cannot  choofe  his  origen) 

€ By  their  o’re-growth  of  fome  completion, 

* Oft  breaking  down  the  pales  and  forts  of  reafon  ; 

4 Or  by  fome  habit  that  too  much  o ’re-leavens 

* The  form  of  plaufive  manners,  that  thefe  men 
‘ Carrying  I fay  the  (tamp  of  one  defect, 

4 Being  Natures  livery,  or  Fortunes  ftar, 

6 His  virtues  elfe  be  they  as  pure  as  grace, 

1 As  infinite  as  man  may  undergo, 

4 Shall  in  the  general  Cenfure  take  corruption 
4 From  that  particular  fault : the  dram  of  eafe 
4 Doth  all  the  noble  fubftance  of  a doubt 
4 To  his  own  fcandal. 

Horn.  Look,  my  Lord,  where  it  comes. 

Ham.  Angels  and  Minifters  of  grace  defend  us ! 

4 Be  thou  a (pint  of  health,  or  goblin  damn’d, 

4 Bring  with  thee  airs  from  heaven,  or  blafts  from  hell, 
c Be  thy  intents  wicked  or  charitable, 

6 Thou  corn’d  in  fuch  a queftipnable  (hape 
‘ That  l will  (peak  to  thee  * I'll  call  thee  Hamlet , 

4 King,  Father,  royal  Dane : O anfwer  me. 

£ Let  me  not  burft  in  ignorance  but  tell 
c Why  thy  canoniz’d  bones  hearfed  in  death 
4 Have  burft  their  cerements  : why  the  Sepulchre, 

4 Wherein  we  faw  thee  quietly  interr’d, 

4 Has  op’t  his  ponderous  and  marble  jaws, 

* To  caft  thee  up  again : „ what  may  this  mean 
That  thou  dead  coarfe  again  in  compleatfteel 
Revifit’ft  thus  the  glimpfes  of  the  Moon, 

Making  night  hideous,  and  we  fools  of  nature 
So  horridly  to  (hake  our  difpofition 

With  thoughts  beyond  the  reaches  of  our  Souls  ? 

Say  why  is  this  ? wherefore  ? what  (hould  we  do  ? 

Hor.  It  beckons  you  to  go  away  with  it, 

As  if  it  fome  impartment  did  defire 
To  you  alone. 

Mar.  Look  with  what  courteous  aftion 
It  waves  you  to  a remote  ground, 

But  do  not  go  with  it. 

Hor  a.  No,  by  no  means. 

Ham.  It  will  not  fpeak,  then  I will  follow  it. 
j Hor  a.  Do  not,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Why  ? what  (hould  be  the  fear? 

I do  not  value  my  life  : 

And  for  my  Soul  what  can  it  do  to  that, 

Being  a thing  immortal  as  it  felf  ? 
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It  waves  me  forth  again,  I’ll  follow  it. 

Hor.  What  if  it  tempt  you  toward  the  floods,  my  Lord, 

Or  to  the  dreadful  border  of  the  cliffy 
4 That  bettels  oTe  his  bafe  into  the  Sea, 

And  there  afliime  fome  other  form, 

4 Wnich  might  deprive  your  foveraignty  of  reifon, 

And  draw  you  into  madnefs?  4 think  of  it, 

4 The  very  place  puts  toys  of  defperation 
4 Without  more  motive,  into  every  brain, 

4 That  looks  fo  many  fadoms  to  the  Sea, 

* And  hears  it  roar  beneath. 

Ham.  It  waves  me  ftill, 

4 Go  on  Tie  follow  thee. 

Mar.  You  fliall  not  go,  my  Lord, 

Haw.  Hold  off  your  hands. 

Hor  a.  Be  rul’d,  you  fhall  not  go. 

Ham.  My  fate  cries  out, 

And  makes  each  petty  Artery  in  this  body 
As  hardy  as  the  Nmean  Lion’s  Nerve: 

Still  I am  call’d  •,  unhand  me,  Gentlemen, 

1TI  make  a Ghoft  of  him  that  lets  me  : 

I fay  away  •.  Go  on,  Til  follow  thee.  [Exit  Ghoft  and  Hamlet 

Hor  a.  He  grows  defperate  with  imagination. 

May . Let’s  follow,  ’tis  not  fit  thus  to  obey  him. 

Hor  a.  To  what  ifliie  will  this  come? 

MAr . Something  is  rotten  in  the  ftate  of  Denmark} 

Hoya  Heaven  will  difeoverit. 

4 Mat . Nay  let’s  follow  him.  XJLxem. 

Enter  Ghoft  and  Hamlet. 

Ham.  Whither  wilt  thou  lead  me  ? fpeak,ril  go  no  further. 

Ghoft.  Mark  me. 

Ham,  1 will. 

Ghoft.  My  hour  is  almofl  come, 

When  I to  fulph’rous  and  tormenting  flames 
Mull  render  up  my  felf. 

Ham,  Alas ! poor  Ghoft. 

Ghoft . Pity  me  not,  but  lend  thy  ferious  hearing 
To  what  I (hall  unfold. 

Ham.  Speak  I am  bound  to  hear. 

Ghoft.  So  art  thou  to  revenge  what  thou  fhalt  hear, 

* Ham.  What  ? 

Ghoft.  I am  thy  Father’s  fpirit. 

Doom’d  fora  certain  term  to  walk  the  night, 

And  for  the  da ' confin'd  to  faft  in  fires, 

Till  the  foul  crimes  done  in  my  days  of  nature 
Are  burnt  and  purg’d  away : But  that  I am  forbid 
To  tell  the  fecretsof  my  prifon  houfc, 
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I could  a tale  unfold,  whofe  lighted  word 
Would  harrow  up  thy  Soul,  freeze  thy  young  blood. 

Make  thy  two  eyes  like  ftars  dart  from  their  fpheres, 

Thy  knotted  and  combined  locks  to  part. 

And  each  particular  hair  to  ftand  an  end 
Like  quills  upon  the  fearful  Porcupine  : 

But  this  eternal  blazon  muft  not  be 
To  ears  of  flefh  and  blood : lift,  lift,  0 lift, 

If  thou  didft  ever  thy  dear  Father  love. 

Ham.  O heaven ! 

Ghoft.  Revenge  his  foul  and  moft  unnatural  murder. 

Ham . Murder. 

Ghoft.  Murder  moft  foul,  as  in  the  beft  it  is: 

Eut  this  moft  foul,  ftrange,  and  unnatural. 

Ham.  Hafte  me  to  know’t,  that  I with  wings  asfwift 
As  meditation,  or  the  thoughts  of  love, 

May  fiie  to  my  Revenge. 

Ghoft . I find  thee  apt ; 

4 And  duller  Ihoud’ft  thou  be  than  the  fat  weed 
4 That  roots  it  felf  in  eafe  on  Lethe's  wharf, 

4 Would’ft  thou  not  ftir  in  this : „ now  Hamlet  hear, 

*Tis  given  out,  that  deeping  in  ray  Garden 
A Serpent  ftung  me : fo  the  whole  Ear  of  Denmark 
Is  by  a forged  procefs  of  my  death 
Rankly  abufed  : but  know  thou  , Noble  Youth, 

The  Serpent  that  did  fting  thy  Father’s  heart 
Now  wears  his  crown. 

Ham.  O my  Prophetick  Soul,  my  Uncle  ? 

Ghoft.  I,  that  inceftuous,  that  adulterate  beaft, 

4 With  witchcraft  of  his  wits,  with  trait’rous  gifts, 

4 O wicked  wits,  and  gifts  that  have  the  power 
4 So  to  deduced  „ won  to  his  fhameful  lull 
The  will  of  my  moft  Teeming  vertuous  Queen. 

O Hamlet , what  a falling  off  was  there 
From  me,  whofe  love  was  of  that  dignity. 

That  it  went  hand  in  hand  even  with  the  vow 

Imade  to  her  in  marriage  ? and  to  decline 

Upon  a wretch,  whofe  natural  gifts  were  poor 

To  thofe  of  mine  *,  4 but  virtue,  as  it  never  will  be  mov’d, 

4 Though  lewdnefs  court  is  in  a .fhape  of  heaven 

4 So  vice,  though  to  a radiant  angel  linkt, 

4 Will  fort  it  felf  in  a celeftial  bed, 

4 And  prey  on  garbage. 

But  foft,  methinksl  feent  the  morning  air, 

Brief  let  me  be : deeping  in  my  Garden, 

My  Cuftom  always  of  the  Afternoon, 
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Upon  my  fecure  hour  thy  Uncle  to  me  ftole 
With  juice  of  curfed  Hebona  in  a Vial, 

And  in  the  porches  of  my  ears  did  pour 
The  leprous  diftilment,  whofe  EfFefts 
Hold  fuch  an  enmity  with  blood  of  man, 

That  fwift  as  Quick-filver  it  courfes  through 
The  natural  gates  and  allies  of  the  body, 

And  with  a iudden  vigour  it  doth  pollefs 
4 And  curd,  like  eager  droppings  into  milk. 

The  thin  and  wholefom  blood  ; fo  did  it  mine, 

And  a moil  inftant  Tetter  barkt  about  ^ 

Mofl  Lazar-like,  with  vile  and  loathfome  cruft 
All  my  fmooth  body. 

Thus  was  I fieeping,  by  a brother’s  hand, 

4 Of  Life,  of  Crown,  of  Queen  at  once  difpatcht, 

Cut  off  even  in  the  blofloms  of  my  fin, 

4 Unnuzled,  difappointed,  un-aneald, 

4 No  reckoning  made,  but  fent  to  my  account 
4 With  all  my  imperfeftions  on  ray  head. 

4 O horrible,  O horrible,  molt  horrible  ! 

If  thou  haft  Nature  in  thee  bear  it  not, 

Let  not  the  royal  bed  of  Denmark, be 
A couch  for  Luxury  and  damned  Incefl. 

Bqt  howfoever  thou  purfueft  this  aft, 

Taint  not  thy  mind,  nor  let  thy  foul  defign 
Againft  thy  mother  ought,  leave  her  to  heaven. 

And  to  thofe  thorns  that  in  her  bofom  lodge, 

T o prick  and  fting  her : fare  thee  well  at  once, 

The  Gio-worm  fhews  the  morning  to  be  near, 

And  ’gins  to  pale  his  unefFeftual  fire  : 

Farewel,  remember  me. 

4 Ham.  O all  you  hoft  of  heaven  / O earth  ! what  elfe  ? 
4 And  (hall  I couple  hell  ? O fie  ! „ hold  hold  my  heart, 
And  you  my  finews  grow  not  inftant  old, 

But  bear  meftrongly  up  ; remember  thee  \ 

I,  thou  poor  Ghoft,  whiles  memory  holds  a feat 
In  this  diftrafted  Globe  : remember  thee ! 

Yea,  from  the  table  of  my  memory 
I’ll  wipe  away  all  trivial  fond  records, 

Ail  Regifters  of  books,  all  forms  and  preflures  paft, 

That  youth  and  obfervation  copied  there. 

And  thy  commandment  all  alone  fhall  live 
>Within  the  book  and  volume  of  my  brain, 

Unmixt  with  bafer  matter  \ yes,  by  heaven. 

O mofl  pernicious  woman  ! 

O villain,  villain,  fmiling  villain ! 

My  tables,  meet  it  is  I fit  down, 
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That  one  may  fmile,  and  fmile,  and  be  a villain  \ 

At  leaft  I am  fure  it  may  be  fo  in  Denmark. 

So  Uncle  there  you  are  : now  to  my  word, 

It  is  farewel,  remember  me. 

I have  fworn't.  {.Enter  Horatio  and  Marcellos 

Hora.  My  Lord,  my  Lord. 

Mar . Lord  Hamlet. 

Hora.  Heavens  fecure  him. 

Ham.  So  be  it. 

Mar.  Ulo,  ho,  ho,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Hillo,  ho,  ho,  boy,  come  and  come. 

Mar.  How  is’t  my  Noble  Lord  ? 

Ham . O wonderful! 

Hora,  Good  my  Lord  tell  it# 

Ham.  No,  you  will  reveal  it. 

Hora.  Not  I,  my  Lord. 

Mar.  Nor  I,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  How  fay  ' you  then,  would  heart  of  man  once  think  it  ? 

But  you’ll  be  fecret. 

Both.  As  death,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  There’s  never  a villain 
Dwelling  in  all  Denmark, 

But  he’s  an  Arrant  knave. 

Hora.  There  needs  no  Ghoft,  my  Lord,  come  from  the  Grave 
To  tell  us  this. 

Ham.  Why  right,  you  are  in  the  right, 

And  fo  without  more  circumftanceat  all 
I hold  it  fit  that  we  (hake  hands  and  part } 

You  as  your  bufinefs  and  defire  (hall  point  you ; 

For  every  man  hath  bufinefs  and  defire, 

Such  as  it  is  \ and  for  my  own  poor  part 
I will  go  pray  . 

Hora.  Thefe  are  but  wild  and  windy  words,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  I am  forry  they  offend  you  heartily, 

Yes  faith , heartily. 

Hora . There’s  no  offence,  my  Lord. 

Ham . Yes  by  Saint  TatrickJ) ut  there  is,  Horatio}m 
And  much  offence  too : touching  this  vifion  here, 

It  is  an  honeft  Ghoft,  that  let  me  tell  you  *, 

For  your  defire  to  know  what  is  between  us 
O’re  mafter’t  as  you  may:  and  now,  good  friends. 

As  you  are  Friends,  Scholars,  and  Souldiers, 

Give  me  one  poor  requeft. 

Hora.  What  is’t  my  Lord,  we  will. 

Ham.  Never  make  known  what  you  have  feen  to  night 
Both.  My  Lord  we  will  not. 

Ham.  Nay  but  fwear’t. 

D z * Hora 
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Hor  a.  In  faith,  my  Lord,  not  I. 

Mar.  Nor  I,  my  Lord,  in  faith. 

Ham.  Upon  my  Sword. 

‘ Mar.  We  have  fworn,  my  Lord,  already. 

* Ham . Indeed  upon  my  Sword,  indeed. 

[Ghofl  cries  under  the  Stage. 

Ghofl.  Swear. 

Ham.  Ha,  ha,  boy,  fay’ft  thou  fo  ? art  thou  there  true-penny  ? 

Come  on,  you  hear  this  fellow  in  the  Selleridge, 

Confent  to  fwear. 

Hor.  Propofe  the  Oath,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Never  to  fpeak  of  this  that  you  have  feen, 

Swear  by  my  Sword. 

Ghofl.  Swear. 

Ham.  Hie  & ubique,  then  we’ll  fluft  our  ground: 

Come  hither,  hither,  Gentlemen,  w./ 

And  lay  your  hands  again  upon  my  Sword : 

Swear  by  my  Sword, 

Never  to  fpeak  of  this  that  you  have  heard. 

Ghofl.  Swear  by  his  Sword. 

Ham.  Well  faid,  old  Mole,  canft  thou  work  i’thearth  fo  faft  ? 

A worthy  Pioner,  once  more  remove,  good  friends. 

Hor.  O day  and  night ! but  this  is  wondrous  ftrange. 

Ham.  And  therefore  as  a ftranger  give  it  welcome  : 

There  are  more  things  in  heaven  and  earth,  Howtio^ 

Than  are  dream’ t of  in  your  Philofophy  : but  come, 

Here  as  before  \ never,  fo  help  yon  mercy, 

(How  ftrange  or  odd  fo  e’re  I bear  my  felf, 

As  I perchance  hereafter  (hall  think  meet, 

To  put  an  antick  difpolition  on, 

That  you  at  fuch  times  feeing  me,  never  (hail 
With  arms  encumbrcd  thus,  or  head  thus  fhak’t, 

Or  by  pronouncing  offome  doubtful  phrafe, 

As,  well,  well,  we  know,  or  we  could,  and  if  we  would, 

Or  if  we  lift  to  fpeak,  or  there  be,  or  if  they  might, 

Or  fuch  ambiguous  giving  out,  to  note) 

That  you  know  ought  of  me,  this  you  muft  fwear, 

4 So  grace  and  mercy  at  your  moft  need  help  you. 

Ghofl.  Swear. 

Ham.  Reft,  reft,  perturbed  Spirit  So,  Gentlemen 
With  all  my  love  I do  commend  me  to  you, 

And  what  fo  poor  a man  as  Hamlet  is 
May  do  t’exprefs  his  love  and  friendfhip  to  you 
Shall  never  fail,  let  us  go  in  together, 

And  ftill  your  fingers  on  your  lips,  I pray, 

The  time  is  out  of  joynt;  O curfed  fpight  - 


That 
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That  ever  1 was  born  to  fct  it  right ! 

Nay  come,  let’s  go  together. 


^l 

[Exennt 


‘Tol.  ✓""live  him  this  money,  and  thefe  two  notes,  Reynaldo. 

\JJ  4 Rty  i will,  my  Lord. 

4 Pol . You  (hall  do  marvellous  wifely,  good  Reynaldo, 

4 Before  you  vilTt  him,  to  make  enquiry 
4 Ofhis  behaviour. 

4 Rey.  My  Lord  1 did  intend  it 

1 To/.  Marry  wellfaid,  very  well  faid,  look  you  Sir, 

4 Enquire  me  firfl;  what  Danker*  are  in  Paris , 

4 And  how,  and  who,  what  means,  and  where  they  keep, 

4 What  company,  at  what  expencc  : and  finding 
4 Bv  this  encompaffinent  and  drift  of  queftion, 

4 That  they  do  know  my  Son,  come  you  more  near, 

4 Then  your  particular  demands  will  touch  it, 

4 Take  you  as  twere  fomc  diftant  knowledge  of  him, 

4 As  thus,  I know  his  father,  and  his  friends, 

4 And  in  part  him  : Do  you  mark  this,  Reynaldo  ? 

4 Rey . I very  well,  my  Lord. 

4 Tol.  And  in  part  him,  but  you  may  fay  not  well, 

4 But  if  it  be  he  I mean,  he’s  very  wild, 

4 Addifted  fo  and  fo,  and  there  put  on  him 
4 What  forgeries  you  pleafe,  marry  none  fo  Rank 
4 As  may  difhonour  him,  take  heed  of  that 
1 But  Sir,  fuch  wanton,  wild,  and  ufual  flips 
• As  are  companions  noted  and  moft  known 
4 To  youth  and  liberty. 

4 Rey.  As  gaming,  my  Lord. 

4 Tol  I,  or  drinking,  fencing,  fwearing, 

4 Quarrelling,  drabbing,  you  may  go  fo  far. 

4 Rey . My  Lord,  that  would  dilhonour  him. 

, Tol.  Faith  as  you  may  feafonit  in  the  Charge. 

4 You  mod  not  put  another  fcandal  on  him, 

4 That  he  is  open  to  incontineocy, 

4 That’s  not  my  meaning,  but  breath  his  faults  fo  quaintly, 

4 That  they  may  feem  the  taints  of  liberty, 

4 The  flafh  and  out-break  of  a fiery  mind, 

4 A favagenefs  in  unreclaimed  blood 
4 Of  general  aflaulr.  ; 
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1 Re).  But,  my  good  Lord* 

1 Pel.  Wherefore  {fcould  you  do  this  ? 

* Rey.  I,  m y Lord,  I would  know  that. 

4 Pol  Marry,  Sir,  here’s  ray  drift, 

4 And  l believe  it  is  a fetch  of  wit. 

4 You  laying  thefe  flight  fullies  on  my  Son, 

4 As  ’twere  a thing  a little  foil’d  with  working, 

4 Mark  you  your  party  in  converfe,  he  you  would  found, 

4 Having  ever  feen  in  the  prenotninate  crimes 
4 The  youth  you  breath  off guilty,  be  aflur’d 
4 He  elofes  with  you  in  this  confequence ; 

4 Good  Sir  (or  fo)  or  Friend,  or  Gentleman, 

4 According  to  the  phrafe  or  the  addition 
4 Of  Man  and  Country. 

4 Rey.  Very  good,  my  Lord. 

4 Tol  And  then,  Sir,  does  he  this,  he  does : what  was  I about  to  fay  ? 
4 By  the  Mafs  I was  about  to  fay  fomething, 

4 Where  did  I leave? 

4 Rey . At  elofes  in  the  confequence. 

4/V.  At  elofes  in  the  confequence  I marry, 

4 He  elofes  thus,  I know  the  Gentleman, 

4 1 faw  him  yefterday,  or  th’ other  day, 

4 Or  then,  or  then,  with  fuch  or  fuch,  and,  as  you  fay, 

4 There  was  he  gaming  there,  or  took  in’s  rowfe, 

4 There  falling  out  at  Tennis,  or  perchance 
4 1 faw  him  enter  fuch  and  fuch  a houfe  of  fale, 

4 Videlicet  ^ a Brothel,  or  fo  forth.  See  you  now, 

4 Your  bait  of  falfhood  takes  this  Carp  of  truth, 

‘ And  thus  do  we  of  wifdom  and  of  reach, 

4 With  windldles,  and  with  eflaysof  byas, 

4 By  indirecls  find  directions  out: 

4 So  by  my  former  Lecture  and  Advice 
4 Shall  you  my  Son.  You  have  me,  have  you  not  ? 

4 Rey.  My  Lord,  I have. 

€ Tol . God  buy  ye,  fare  ye  well. 

< Rey.  Good,  my  Lord.  ^ 

4 Tol.  Obferve  his  inclination  in  your  felf. 

4 Rey.  I (hall,  my  Lord. 

4 Pol.  And  let  him  ply  hisMuflck. 

4 Rey.  Well,  my  Lord.  [_Exit  Rey.  Enter  Ophelia. 

4 Pol.  Farewell.  „How  now  Ophelia , what’s  the  matter? 

Ophel.  O,  my  Lord,  my  Lord  ! I have  been  fo  affrighted. 

Tol.  With  what? 

Ophel.  My  Lord,  as  I was  reading  in  myclofet, 

Prince  Hamlet^  with  his  doublet  all  unbrac’d, 

No  hat  upon  his  head,  his  (lockings  loofe, 

4 Ungartred,  and  down-gyved  to  hisanckle, 

Pale 
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Pale  as  his  fhirt,  his  knees  knocking  each  other. 

And  with  a look  fo  pitious 

As  if  he  had  been  fent  from  hell 

To  fpeak  of  horrours,  he  comes  before  me. 

Tol.  Mad  for  thy  love  ? 

Ophcl.  My  Lord  I do  not  know, 

But  truly  I do  fear  it. 

Tol.  What  faid  he  ? 

Oyhtl  *He  took  me  by  the  wrift,  and  held  me  hard, 

Then  goes  he  to  the  length  of  all  his  arm, 

And  with  his  other  hand  thus  o’re  his  brow 
He  falls  to  fuch  perufal  of  my  face 
As  he  would  draw  it : long  ftaid  he  fo. 

At  laft,  a little  fhaking  of  mine  arm, 

And  thrice  his  head  thus  waving  up  and  down, 

He  raifed  a figh  fo  pitious  and  profound 
As  it  did  feem  to  (hatter  all  his  bulk, 

And  end  his  being  ♦,  that  done,  he  lets  me  go, 

And  with  his  head  over  his  fhoulders  turn'd 
He  feem’d  to  find  his  way  without  his  eyes  \ 

For  out  of  doors  he  went  without  their  helps, 

And  to  the  laft  bended  their  light  on  me. 

Pol.  Come,  yp  with  me,  Twill  go  feek  the  King, 

This  is  the  very  extafie  of  love, 

Whofe  violent  property  foregoes  it  felf, 

* And  leads  the  will  to  defperate  undertakings,  , 

4 As  oft  as  any  paflion  under  heaven 

4 That  does  afflift  our  natures : I am  forry  , 

What  ? have  you  given  him  any  hard  words  of  late  ? 

Oph.  No,  my  good  Lord,  but  as  you  did  command, 

I did  repel  his  Letters,  and  deny’d 
His  accefs  to  me 
Pol.  That  hath  made  him  mad : 

< I am  forry  that  with  better  heed  and  judgment 
‘ 1 had  not  quoated  him  \ I fear’d  he  did  but  trifle,*  ^ 

‘ And  meant  to  wrack  thee,  but  befhrew  my  jealoufie  •, 

1 By  heaven  it  is  as  proper  to  our  Age 

* To  caft  beyond  our  felves  in  our  opinions, 

1 As  it  is  common  for  the  younger  fort 

‘ To  lack  diferetion : c Come,  go  with  me  to  the  King, 

This  muft  be  known,  which  being  kept  clofc  might  move 
More  grief  to  hide,  than  hate  to  utter  love. 

Come.  C Exeunt. 

Flourijh.  Enter  King,  Queen,  Rofencraus  and  Guildenftern. 

King.  Welcome  good  Rofencraus  and  Guildenftern. 

Befides,  that  we  did  long  to  fee  you, 

The  need  we  have  to  ufe  you  did  provoke 

Our 
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Our  hafty  fending.  Something  you  have  heard 
Of  Hamlet's  transformation,  fo  call  it  \ 

Sith  nor  th7  exterior,  nor  the  inward  man 
Refembles  that  it  was  : what  it  fhould  be 
More  than  his  father’s  death,  that  thus  hath  put  him 
So  much  from  the  underftanding  of  himfelf 
I cannot  dream  of : I entreat  you  both, 

That  being  of  fo  young  days  brought  up  with  him, 

< And  fith  fo  neighboured  to  his  youth  and  haviour, 

That  you  vouchfafe  your  reft  here  in  our  Court 
Some  little  time,  fo  by  your  companies 
To  draw  him  on  to  pleafures,  and  to  gather 
So  much  as  from  occafion  you  may  glean, 

Whether  ought  to  us  unknown  affli&s  him  thus, 

That  lies' wit  bin  our  remedy. 

Queen.  Good  Gentlemen,  he  hath  much  talktofyou. 

And  fure  1 am,  two  men  there  are  not  living 
To  whom  he  more  adheres;  if  it  will  pleafe  you 
To  fhew  usfo  much  gentlenefs  and  good-will, 

As  to  employ  your  time  with  us  a while 
For  the  lupply  and  profit  of  our  hope. 

Your  vifitation  (hall  receive  fuch  thanks 
As  fits  a King’s  remembrance. 

Rof.  Both  your  Majefties 
Might  by  the  Sovereign  power  you  have  over  us 
Put  your  dread  pleafures  more  into  command 
Than  to  intreaty. 

G upl.  But  we  both  obey, 

And  hear  give  up  our  felves  in  the  full  bent. 

To  lay  our  fervice  freely  at  your  feet. 

King.  Thanks  Rofencram  and  gentle  Guildenfiern , 

Queen.  Thanks  Guildenfiern  and  gentle  Rofencrauj ♦ 

And  I befeech  you  inftantly  to  vifit 
My  too  much  changed  Son : go  fomeof  you, 

And  bring  thefe  Gentlemen  where  Hamlet  is. 

Guil.  Heavens  make  our  prefence  and  our  practices 
Pleafant  and  helpful  to  him. 

Queen.  Amen.  C Exeunt  Rof.  and  Guil. 

Enter  Polonius. 

1 Pol.  Th’  Embafladorsfrom  Norway,  my  good  Lord, 

I Are  joyfully  return’d. 

c King.  Thou  ftill  haft  been  the  father  of  good  news. 
t<Pol,  Havel,  my  Lord?  1 allure  my  good  Liege 

I I hold  my  duty  as  1 hold  my  Soul, 

i Both  to  my  G d,  and  to  my  gracious  King : 

'And  ” ldo  think,  or  elfe  this  brain  of  mine 
Hunts  not  the  trail  of  policy  fo  fure 
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As  it  has  us'd  to  do,  that  1 have  found 
The  very  caufe  of  Hamlet's  lunacy. 

King.  O fpeak  of  that,  that  I do  long  to  hear. 

4 Pol . Give  firft  admittance  to  the  ambaffadors. 

4 My  news  fliall  be  the  fruit  to  that  great  feaft. 

4 King.  Thy  felf  do  grace  to  them,  and  bring  them  in, 

1 He  tells  me,  ray  dear  Gertrard , he  hath  found 

* The  head  and  fource  of  all  your  Son's  diftemper. 

4 Queen.  I doubt  it  is  no  other  but  the  main, 

* His  father’s  death,  and  our  hafty  marriage. 

Enter  Embajfadors. 

4 King.  Well,  we  fliall  fife  him : welcome  my  good  friends : 

4 Say  Voltemand,  what  from  our  brother  Norway  ? 

4 Vol . Moft  fair  return  of  greetings  and  defircs  : 

4 Upon  our  firft  he  fent  out  to  fupprefs 
4 His  Nephew’s  lives,  which  to  him  appear’d 
4 To  be  a preparation  againft  the  Tollacky 
4 But  better  lookt  into,  he  truly  found 
4 It  was  againft  your  Highnefs ; whereat  griev’d 
4Thatfo  hisfickefs,  age,  and  impotence 
4 Was  falfly  born  in  hand,  fends  out  arrefts 
4 On  Forunbrafs , which  he  in  brief  obeys, 

4 Receives  rebuke  from  Norway , and  in  fine, 

4 Makes  vow  before  his  Uncle,  never  more 
4 To  give  th’  aflTay  of  arms  againft  your  Majefty, 

4 Whereon  old  Norway  overcome  with  joy, 

4 Gives  him  threefcore  thoufand  Crowns  in  Annual  fee, 

4 And  his  commiffion  to  imploy  thofe  Souldicrs 
4 So  levied  as  before,  againft  the  Pollack * 

€ With  an  intreaty  herein  further  fhown, 

4 That  it  might  picafe  you  to  give  quiet  pafs 
4 Through  your  Dominions  for  this  enterprise, 

4 On  fuch  regards  of  fafety  and  allowance 
4 As  herein  are  fet  down. 

4 King.  It  likes  us  well, 

4 And  at  our  more  confidered  time  we’ll  Read, 

4 Anfwer,  and  think  upon  this  Bufinefs : 

4 Mean  time  we  thank  you  for  your  well  took  labour, 

4 Go  to  your  reft,  at  night  we’ll  feaft  together  : 

* Moft  welcome  home.  t Exeunt  Embajfadors . 

4 Tol.  This  bufinefs  is  well  ended. 

My  Liege  and  Madam,  to  expoftulate 
What  Majefty  fliould  be,  what  duty  is. 

Why  day  is  day,  night  night,  and  time  is  time ; 

Were  nothing  but  to  waft  night,  day,  and  time  \ 

Therefore  brevity  is  the  Soul  of  wit, 

And  tedioufnefs  the  limbs  and  outward  ffouriflies : 

E 1 
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I will  be  brief : your  noble  Son  is  mad. 

Mad  call  I it  ? for  to  define  true  madnefs, 

What  is’t  but  to  be  nothing  elfe  but  mad  ? 

But  let  that  go. 

Queen.  More  matter  with  lefs  art* 

Pol.  Madam,  1 fwear  I ufe  no  art  at  all, 

That  he’s  mad,  ’tis  true,  tis true,  ’tis  pity, 

And  pity  ’tis  ’tis  true,  a foolifh  figure, 

But  farewelit,  fori  will  ufe  no  art : 

Mad  let  us  grant  him  then,  and  now  remains 
That  we  find  out  the  caufe  of  this  effect, 

Or  rather  fay  the  caufe  of  thisdefeft. 

For  this  effect  defe&ive  comes  by  caufe : 

Thus  it  remains,  and  the  remainder  thus. 

Confider. 

I have  a daughter,  have  while  (he  is  mine. 

Who  in  her  duty  and  obedience,  mark, 

Hath  given  me  this } now  gather  and  furmife.  [Beads. 

To  the  Celeftial  and  my  Souls  Idol^  the  mofl  beautified  Ophelia.  That's 
an  ill  phrafe9  a vile  phrafe  ; Beautified  is  avilephrafe  : but  you  jhall  hear , 
thus  in  her  excellent  white  bofomy  Thefe  See . 

Queen.  Came  this  from  Hamlet , to  her  ? 

ToL  Good  Madam  ftay  a while,  I will  be  faithful. 

Doubt  that  the  Stars  are  fire,  Letter. 

Doubt  that  the  Sun  doth  move7 
Doubt  truth  to  be  a lyar , 

But  never  doubt  I love . 


0 dear  Ophelia,  lam  ill  at  thefe  numlers , I have  not  art  to  reckon  my 
groans  ; but  that  I love  thee  beft,  G mofl  befl  beleive  it:  Adieu.  Thine 

evermore , moji  dear  Lady?  whilft  this  machine  is  to  him , 

^ Hamlet 

Ml,  This  in  obedince  hath  my  daughter  (hewn  me, 

And  more  concerning  his  folicitings, 

As  they  fell  out  by  time,  by  means,  and  place, 

1 All  given  to  mine  ear. 

King,  But  how  hath  (he  receiv’d  his  love  ? 

Pol.  What  do  you  think  of  me? 

King.  As  of  a man  faithful  and  honourable. 

Tol.  I would  fain  prove  fo : but  what  might  you  think 
..When  I had  feen  this  hot  love  on  the  wing, 

As  1 perceiv’d  it  (I  muff  tell  you  that) 

Before  my  daughter  told  me  •,  what  might  you 
Or  my  dear  Majefty  your  Queen  here  think. 

If  I had  plaid  the  Desk  or  Table-book, 

1 Or  given,  my  heart  a winking,  mute  and  dumb, 

Or  lookt  upon  this  love  with  idle  fight, 

What  might  you  think  ? no,  I went  round  to  work, 

, f And 
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And  my  Young  Miftrifs  thus  I charg'd : 

Lord  Hamlet  is  a prince  above  thy  fphere. 

This  mult  not  be  : and  then  I precepts  gave  her, 

That  ihe  (hould  lock  her  felf  from  his  refort. 

Admit  no  Meflengers,  receive  no  tokens! 

Which  done,  (he  took  the  fru  ts  of  my  advice  ; 

And  he  repell’d,  a (hort  tale  to  m^ke, 

Fdi  into  a fadnefs,  then  into  a faft, 

€ Thence  to  a watch,  then  into  a weaknefs, 

Thence  to  a lightnels,  and  by  this  declenfion 
Into  the  madnefs  wherein  he  now  raves. 

And  all  we  mourn  for. 

King.  Do  you  think  ’tis  this  ? 

Queen.  It  may  be  very  likely. 

Tol.  Hath  there  been  lucha  time,  I would  fain  know  that* 

That  l have  politicly  laid,  ’tis  fo, 

When  it  prov'd  otherwife? 

Ktng.  Not  that  I know. 

Tol.  Take  this  from  this,  if  this  be  otherwife. 

If  circumftances  lead  me,  I will  find 
Where  truth  is  hid,  though  it  were  hid  indeed 
Within  the  centre. 

King.  How  may  we  fry  it  further  ? 

Tol  Sometimes  he  walks  four  hours  together 
Here  in  the  Lobby. 

Queen.  So  he  does  indeed. 

Pol.  At  fuch  a time  I’ll  Ioofe  my  daughter  to  him, 

Be  you  and  1 behind  the  Arras  then, 

Mark  the  encounter  -7  if  he  love  her  not. 

And  be  not  from  his  reafon  fafn  thereon, 

Let  me  be  no  afliftant  for  a State, 

But  keep  a Farm  and  Garters. 

Kmg.  We  will  try  it.  [Enter  Hamlet, 

Queen . But  look  where  fadly  the  poor  wretch  comes  reading 
Pol.  Away,  1 do  befeech  you  both  away,  [Exit  King  and  Queen . 
HI  board  him  prefently.  O give  me  leave# 

4 How  does  my  good  Lord  Hamlet ? 

1 Ham  Excellent  well. 

Pol.  Do  you  know  me,  mvLord? 

Ham  Excellent  well,  youarea  Fifh-monger. 

Pol.  Not  I,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Then  1 would  you  werefo  honefta  man. 

Pol.  Honed  my  Lord  ? 

Ham.  I Sir,  to  be  honeft  as  this  world  goes, 

Is  to  be  one  man  pickt  out  of  ten  moufand# 

Pol  That  is  very  true,  my  Lord. 

Ham . For  if  the  Sun  breed  maggots  in  a dead  dog,  being  a good 

E % killing 
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killing  carrion.  Have  you  a daughter  ? 

Pol.  I have  my  Lord. 

Ham  Let  her  not  walk  i’th  Sun,  conception  is  a bleffing, 

But  as  ^our  daughter  may  conceive,  friend  look  to’t. 

Pol.  'How  fay  you  by  that  ? Hill  harping  on  my  daughter,  yet  he  knew 
me  not  at  firft,  but  faid  I was  a Fifh-monger,  he  is  far  gone  ; and  truely 
in  my  youth  I fuffercd  much  extremity  for  Love,  very  near  this;  I’ll  fpeak 
to  him  again.  What  do  you  read,  my  Lord  ? 

Ham.  Words,  words,  words. 

Pol.  What  is  the  matter,  my  Lord  ? 

Ham . Between  who  ? 

Pol , I mean  the  matter  that  you  read,  my  Lord. 

Ham ♦ Slanders  Sir  ^ for  the  Satyrical  Rogue  fays  here,  thatold'men 
have  gray  beards,  that  their  faces  are  wrinkled,  their  Eyes  purging  thick 
Amber,  and  Piumb-tree  Gum,  and  that  they  have  a plentiful  lack  of  wir, 
together  with  moft  weak  hams,  all  which,  Sir,  though  I molt  powerfully 
and  potently  believe,  yet  I hold  it  not  honefty  to  have  it  thus  fet  down, 
for  your  felf,  Sir,  (hall  grow  old,  as  I am,  if  like  a Crab  you  could  go 
backward. 

j Pol.  Though  this  be  madnefs,  yet  there  is  method  in*  t,  will  you  walk 
out  of  the  Air,  my  Lord  ? 

Ham . Into  my  Grave. 

Pol . Indeed  that's  out  of  the  Air  5 how  pregnant  fometimes  his  rcplyes 
arc ! a happinefs  that  often  madnefs  hits  on,  44  Which  reafon  and  fan&ity 
u could  not  fo  happily  be  delivered  of.  44  I will  leave  him  and  my  daugh- 
ter. My  Lord  1 wiil  take  my  leave  of  you. 

Ham . You  cannot  take  from  me  any  thing  that  I will  not  more  willing- 
ly part  withal,  except  my  life,  except  my  life,  except  my  life. 

Enter  Guildenftcrn  ^ Rofencraus. 

Tol.  Fare  you  well* my  Lord. 

Ham . Thefe  tedious  old  fools. 

Tot.  You  go  to  feck  the  Lord  Hamlet,  there  he  is. 

jRof.  Save  you.  Sir. 

Guil.  My  honoured  Lord. 

Rof  My  moft  dear  Lord. 

Ham . My  excellent  good  friends,  how doft  thou  GuiUenftern? 

Ah  Rofencraus,'  good  lads,  how  do  you  both  ? 

4 jRoj.  As  the  indifferent  Children  of  the  earth. 

4 Guil.  Happy  in  that  we  are  not  ever  happy  on  fortunes  cap, 

4 We  are  not  the  very  button. 

4 Ham.  Nor  the  foies  of  her  ftiooc. 

4 Rof.  Neither,  ray  Lord. 

4 Ham.  Then  you  live  about  her  waft,  or  in  the  middle  of  her  favours. 

4 Guil.  Faith  in  her  privates  wc. 

4 Ham.  In  the  fecret  pars  of  fortune,  oh  moft  true,fhe  is  a Strumpet.  ” 
What  news? 

Rof.  None,  ray  Lord,  but  the  world’s  grown  honeft 
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Ham.  Then  is  Doomf-day  near : fure  your  news  is  not  true. 

But  in  the  beaten  way  of  friendfhip,  what  make  you  at  Elfcneur  ? 

Rof  Tovifityou,  my  Lord,  no  other  occafion. 

Ham.  Begger  that  I am,  I am  even  poor  in  thanks,  but  I thank  you, 
4 And  fure  dear  friends,  my  thanks  are  too  dear  a half-penny  : i were  you 
not  fent  for?  is  it  your  own  inclining?  is  it  a free  vifitation?  come, 
come,  deal  juflly  with  me,  come,  come,  nay  fpeak- 

6 ail  What  (hould  we  fay.  my  Lord  ? 

Ham.  Any  thing,  but  toth’  purpofe  you  were  fent  for,  and  there  is  a 
kind  of  confeflion  in  your  Looks,  which  your  Modefties  have  not  craft 
enough  to  coulour : I know  the  good  King  and  Queen  have  fent  for 
you. 

Rof.  To  what  end,  My  Lord  ? 

Ham.  That  you  muffc  teach  me  : but  let  me  conjure  you  by  the  rights 
of  our  fellowfliips,  by  the  confonancy  of  our  youth,  by  the  obligation  of 
our  ever  preferred  love,  and  by  what  more  dear,  abetter  propofer  and 
charge  you  withal,  be  even  anddired  with  me,  whether  you  were  fent 
for  or  no. 

Rof  What  fay  you  ? 

Ham.  Nay  then  I have  an  eye  of  you,  if  you  love  me  hold  not  off. 

Gail.  My  Lord  we  were  fent  for. 

Ham.  I will  tell  you  why,  fo  (hall  my  anticipation  prevent  your  dif- 
covery  , and  your  fccrefie  to  the  King  and  Queen  moult  no  feather  : I 
have  of  late  , but  wherefore  1 know  not,  loft  all  my  mirth,  foregone 
all  cuftome  of  exercifes,  u and  indeed  it  goes  fo  heavily  with  my 
“ difpofition,  u that  this  goodly  frame  the  earth  , feems  to  me  a fteril 
promontory  \ this  moft  excellent  Canopy  the  Air  look  you,  this  brave 
o're-hang’d  firmament,  this  Majeftical  roof  fretted  with  golden  fire, 
why  it  appeareth  nothing  to  me  but  a foul  and  peftilent  congregati- 
on of  vapours.  What  a piece  of  work  is  man?  how  Nobis  in  reafon  ! 
how  infinite  in  faculties!  in  form  and  moving,  how  exprefs  and  ad- 
mirable 1 in  Adion , how  like  an  Angel!  in  apprehenfion,  the  beauty 
of  the  World,  the  paragon  of  Animals  j and  yet  to  me,  what  is  this 
quintessence  of  duft  ? Man  delights  not  me,  nor  Woman  neither, 
though  by  your  fmiling  you  feem  to  fay  fo. 

Rof.  My  Lord*  there  was  no  fuch  fluff  in  my  thoughts. 

Ham.  Why  did  ye  laugh  then,  when  I faid  man  delights  not  me  ? 

Rof.  To  think,  ray  Lord,  if  you  delight  not  in  man,  what  Lenten 
Entertainment  the  Players  (hall  receive  from  you  , we  met  them  on  the 
way,  and  hither  are  they  coming  to  offer  you  Service. 

Ham.  He  that  plays  the  King  (hall  be  welcome,  his  Majefty  (hall  have 
tribute  of  me,  the  adventurous  Knight  (hall  ufe  his  foil  and  target,  the 
lover  (hall  not  figh  Gratis , the  humorous  man  (hall  end  his  part  in  peace, 
and  the  Lady  (hall  fay  her  mind  freely,  or  the  blank  verfe  (hall  halt  for  t. 
What  Players  are  they  ? 

Rof  Even  thofe  you  were  wont  to  take  fuch  delight  in,  the  Trage- 
dians of  the  City. 
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Ham . How  chances  it  they  travel  ? their  refidenee  both  in  reputation 

and  profit  was  better  both  ways. 

Ref  i think  their  inhibition  comes  by  the  means  of  the  late  innova- 
tion. 

Ham . Do  they  hold  rhe  fame  Eftimation  they  did  when  was  in  the 
City  ? are  they  lo  followed  ? 

Ref  No  indeed  they  are  not. 

^ Ham.  It  is  not  very  ftrangc  *,  for  my  Uucle  is  King  of  ‘Dtnmarkj  and 
thofe  that  would  make  mouths  at  him  while  my  father  lived,  give  twenty 
forty,  fifty,  a hundred  dockets  a piece  fo.  his  Pidu<e  in  little:  there  is 
fomething  in  this  more  than  natural,  if  Philofophy  could  find  it  out. 

[A  fio  nr  i /?;. 

Gail . Shall  we  call  the  PJavers  ? 

Ham.  Gentlemen  you  are  welcome  to  Elftnour , your  hands:  come 
then,  th’ appurtenance  of  welcome  is  Faihion  and  Ceremony,  Ier  me 
comply  with  vou  in  this  garb,  “ left  my  exfenc  to  the  Players,  which  I 
<c  tell  you  miift  (hew  fairly  outwards,  fhould  more  a|  pear  like  Entertain- 
ment than  yours  ; you  are  welcome  : “ but  my  Uncle-father,  and^unt- 
mother  are  deceived. 

Gail.  In  what,  my  dear  Lord  ? 

Ham.  I am  but  mad  North-North-  weft,  when  the  wind  is  Southerly  I 
know  a hawk  from  a hand-faw.  \_Enttr  Polomus. 

Pol.  Well  be  with  you,  Gentlemen. 

Ham.  Hark  you,  GaiUcnftcm^  and  you  too,  at  each  car  a hearer,  that 
great  Baby  as  you  fee  is  not  yet  out  of  his  fwadling-clouts. 

Rof.  Happily  he  is  thefecond  time  come  to  them,  for  they  fay  an  old 
man  is  twice  a Child. 

Ham . I will  prophefie  that  he  comes  to  tell  me  of  the  Players,  mark 
it : You  fay  right,  Sir,  a Munday  morning,  ’twas  then  indeed. 

Pol.  My  Lord,  I have  news  to  tell  you. 

Ham.  My  Lord,  I have  news  to  tell  you  when Rofins  was  an  Adtor 
in  Rome. 

Tol.  The  Adors  are  come  hither,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Buz,  buz. 

Tol.  Upon  mine  honour. 

Ham . Then  came  each  Attor  on  his  Afs. 

Tol  The  heft  A&ors  in  the  world,  either  for  Tragedy,  Comedy, 
Hiftory,  Pallor  a 1,  Paftoral-Comical,  Hiftorical-Paftoral  Scene,  indivi- 
dabie,  or  Poem  unlimited : Seneca  cannot  be  too  heavy,  nor  Tlaatius  too 
light  for  the  law  of  Wit  and  Liberty  * thefe  are  the  only  men. 

Ham  O Jeptba  Judge  of  Ifrael > what  a treafure  hadft  thou  ? 

cPol.  What  a treafure  had  he,  my  Lord  ? 

Ham . Why  one  fair  daughter  and  no  more,  the  which  he  loved  pafUng 
well. 

Tol.  Still  on  my  daughter. 

Ham . Am  T not  i’th’  right,  old  Jefthai 

What  follows  then,  my  Lord? 
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f Ham.  Why  as  by  lot  God  wot , and  then  you  know  it  came  to  pafs5 

* as  n^oft  like  it  was  : „ the  firft  row  of  the  Rubrick  will  (hew  you  more, 
for  look  where  my  abridgment  comes. 

Enter  Flayers . 

Ham.  You  are  welcome  Matters,  welcome  all,  4 1 am  glad  to  fee 
4 thee  well , welcome  good  friends  4 oh  old  friend!  why  thy  face  is 
valanc’d  fincel  faw  thee  laft,  com’ ft  thoq  to  beard  me  in  Denmark 
what  my  young  Lady  and  Miftrifs!  my  Lady  -your  Ladifhip  is  nearer 
to  heaven  than  when  I faw  you  laft  by  the  altitude  of  a Chopine,  I 
wilh  your  voice , like  a piece  of  uncurrant  gold,  be  not  crackt  with- 
in the  ring  : Mailers  you  are  all  welcome,  we’ll  e'ne  to’t  like  friend- 
ly Faulkeners,  fly  at  any  thing  we  fee  We'll  have  a fpeech  ftraight,  come 
^ give  us  a tafte  of  your  quality,  come  a paffionate  Speech. 

T layers.  What  Speech,  my  good  Lord? 

Ham . I heard  thee  fpeak  me  a fpeech  once,  but  it  was  never  A&ed  , 
or  if  it  was,  not  above  once,  for  the  Play  l remember  pleafed  not 
the  milion  , ’twas  a Caviary  to  the  general,  4‘  but  it  was  as  I re- 
4 ceived  it  and  others , whofe  judgements  in  fuch  matters  cried  in  the 
4 top  of  mine,  an  excellent  Play,  well  digefted  in  the  Scenes,  fet  down 
4 with  as  much  modefty  as  cunning.  I remember  one  Laid  there  were 
4 no  Sallets  in  the  lines  to  make  the  matter  favoury , nor  no  matter 
4 in  the  phrafe  that  might  indite  the  Author  of  Affedlion , but  call’d 
4 it  an  honeft  method , as  wholfome  as  fweet , and  by  very  much  more 
4 handfome  than  fine ; 44  one  fpeech  in’t  I chiefly  loved , ?twas  c /Eneas 
talk  to  Dido,  and  thereabout  of  it  efpecially  whenhefpeaks  of  Pri- 
am’s flaughter,  if  it  live  in  your  memory,  begin  at  this  line,  let  me  fee, 
let  me  fee,  the  rugged  Pyrrhus  like  th’  Hircanian  Beaft  ,/tis  not , it  be- 
gins with  Pyrrhus.  The  rugged  Pyrrhus , he  whofe  fable  Arms, 

Black  as  his  purpofe  did  the  night  refemble, 

4 When  he  lay  couched  in  th’  ominous  horfe, 

4 Hath  now  his  dread  and  black  completion  fmear’d 
4 With  Heraldry  moredifmal  head  to  foot : 

4 Now  is  he  total  Gules,  horridly  trickt 
4 With  blood  of  fathers,  mothers,  daughters,  fons, 

4 Bak’d  and  embafted  with  the  parching  ftreets, 

4 That  lend  a tyrannous  and  a damned  light 
4 To  their  Lord’s  murder,  roatted  in  wrath  and  nre, 

4 And  thus  o’re-cifed  with  coagulate  gore, 

4 With  eyes  like  Carbuncles,  the  hellifh  Pyrrhus 

* Old  granfire  Priam  feeks  •,  fo  proceed  you. 

Pol.  My  Lord  well  fpoken,  with  good  accent  and  good  difcretion ; 

So  proceed. 

Play.  Anon  he  finds  him 
Striking  too  fhort  at  Greeks  hisantick  Sword, 

Rebellious  to  his  arm,  lies  where  it  falls, 

Repugnant  to  command  } unequal  marcht, 

Pyrrhus  at  Priam  drives,  in  rageftrikes  wide, 

But 
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But  with  the  whifFand  wind  of  his  fell  Sword, 

Th’  unnerved  Father  falls 

* Seeming  to  fell  this  blow,  with  flaming  top 
1 Stoops  to  his  bale,  and  with  a hideous  cralh 

4 Takes  Prifoner  Pyrrhus  ear  : for  loe  his  Sword, 

* Which  was  declining  on  the  milky  head 

4 Of  reverend  Pham  feem’ai’th  Air  to  ftick, 

1 So  as  a painted  Tyrant  Pyrrhus  ftood, 

4 Lik  a neutral  to  his  will  and  matter, 

4 Did  nothing: 

But  as  we  often  fee  againft  fome  ftorm, 

Afilence  in  the  Heavens,  the  racks ftand  ftill, 

The  bold  wind  fpeechlefs,  and  the  orb  below 
As  hufli  as  death,  anon  the  dreadful  thunder 
Doth  rend  the  region : fo  after  Pyrrhus  pawfe, 

A rowfed  vengance  fets  him  new  awork, 

And  never  did  the  Cyclops  hammers  fall, 

On  Mars  his  Armour,  forg’d  for  proof  etern, 

With  lefs  remorfc,  than  Tyrrhus  bleeding  Sword 
Now  falls  on  Triam. 

Out,  out,  thou  Strumpet  Fortune  ! c all  you  Gods 
4 In  general  Synod  take  away  her  Power, 

4 Break  all  the  Spokes  and  Felloes  from  her  Wheel, 

4 And  bowl  the  round  Nave  down  the  hill  of  Heaven, 

4 As  low  as  to  the  Fiends. 

Pol.  This  is  too  long. 

Ham.  It  fhall  to  the  Barbers  with  your  Beard:  prethec  fay  on,  he’s  for 
a jig,  or  a tale  of  Bawdry,  or  he  Sleeps  \ fay  on,  come  to  Hecuba. 

Play.  But  who  alas  had  feen  the  mobled  Queen. 

Ham.  The  mobled  Queen  ! 

Tol.  That’s  good. 

Play.  Run  bare-foot  up  and  down  threatning  the  flames, 

A clout  upon  that  head 

Where  late  the  Diadem  ftood,  and  for  a Robe, 

About  her  lank  and  all  o’rc-teamed  loyns,  , 

A blanket  in  the  alarm  of  fear  caught  up. 

Who  this  had  feen,  with  tongue  in  venome  fteept, 

’Gainft  fortunes  State  would  Treafon  have  pronounc’d  : 

4 But  if  the  Gods  themfelves  did  fee  her  then, 

4 When  (he  faw  Pyrrhus  make  malicious  fport 
4xIn  mincing  with  his  Sword  her  Husband’s  limbs, 

4 The  inftant  burft  of  clamour  that  (he  made, 

4 Unlefs  things  mortal  move  them  not  at  all, 

4 Would  have  made  milch  the  burning  Eyes  of  Heaven, 

4 And  paflionia  the  Gods. 

Pol.  Look  where  he  has  not  turned  his  colour,  and  has  tears  in’s  Eyes : 
prethee  no  more. 

Ham. 


Ham.  ’Tis  well,  i’ll  have  thee  fpeak  out  the  reft  of  this  foon.  Good  my 
Lord  will  you  fee  the  Players  well  bellowed,  do  you  hear,  let  them  be  well 
uled,for  they  are  the  abftradt  and  brief  Chronicles  of  the  time*,  after  your 
death  you  were  better  have  a bad  Epitaph,  than  their  ill  report  while 
you  live.  / 

Pol.  My  Lord,  I will  ufe  them  according  to  their  defert. 

Ham.  Much  better,  ufe  every  man  after  his  defert,  and  who  lhall  fcape 
whipping  ? ufe  them  after  your  own  honour  and  dignity,  the  lefs  they 
deferve  the  more  merit  is  in  your  bounty : Take  them  in. 

Pol.  Come  firs. 

Ham.  Follow  him,  friends;  we’ll  hear  a Play  to  morrow ; do’ftthou 
hear  me,  old  friend,  can  you  play  the  murder  of  Gon^ago  ? 

Play.  I,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  We’ll  have’t  to  morrow-night : you  could  for  need  ftudy  a fpeech 
of  forae  dozen  lines,  which  I would  fet  down  and  infert  in’t,  could  you 
not  ? 

Play.  I,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Very  well : follow  that  Lord,  and  look  you  mock  him  not.  My 
good  friends,  i’ll  leave  you  till  night,  you  are  welcome  to  Elfemur. 

f Exeunt  Pol.  and  Players . 


Pof.  Good  my  Lord. 

‘Ham  I fo,  God  buy  to  you;  now  am  l alone, 

0 what  a rouge  and  pdant  flave  am  I ! 

Is  it  not  monftrous  that  this  Plaver  here 
But  in  a fiftioo,  in  a dream  of  paflion, 

Could  force  his  Soul  to  his  own  conceit, 

That  from  her  working  all  the  vifage  wand, 

Tears  in  his  Eyes,  diftra&ion  in’s  Afped, 

A broken  voice,  and  his  whole  funftion  fuiting 
With  forms  to  his  conceit,  and  all  for  nothing. 

For  Heath  a ? 

What’s  Hecuba  to  him,  or  he  to  her. 

That  he  fhould  weep  for  her  ? what  would  he  do 
Had  he  the  motive,  and  that  for  pallion 
That  I have  ? he  would  u drown  the  ftage  with  tears, 
‘ And  cleave  the  general  Ear  wirh  horrid  fpeech, 

Make  mad  the  guilty  and  appeal  the  free, 

4 Confound  the  ignorant,  and  amaze  indeed 
4 he  very  faculties  of  Eyes  and  Ears  ; yet  I, 

‘ A dull  and  muddy  melted  taskal,  peak 
4 Like  John-a  dreams,  unpregnant  of  my  caufe, 

1 And  can  fay  nothing,  no  not  for  a King, 

4 Upon  whofe  property  and  moft  dear  life 

4 A damn’d  defeat  was  made : am  l a coward  ? 

4 Who  calls  me  villain,  breaks  my  pate  acrofs, 

4 Plucks  off  my  beard,  and  blows  it  in  my  face, 

F 


C Exit. 
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Twekes  me  by  the  Nofc,  gives  me  the  Lye  i’th*  Throat 
4 As  deep  as  to  the  Lungs?  who  does  me  this  ? 

4 Hah  ? s’ wounds  I fhould  take  it,  for  it  cannot  be 
But  I am  Pigeon-livcr’d,  andjack  Gall 
To  make  oppreflion  bitter,  dr  e’re  this 
I fhould  have  fatted  all  the  region  Kites 
With  this  Slaves  Offal : 4t  bloody,  bawdy  villain, 

4 Remorflefs,  treachrous,  lecherous,  kindlefs  villain. 

4 Why  what  an  Afs  am  I ? this  is  moft  brave, 

4 That  I the  Son  of  a dear  Father  murthered, 

4 Prompted  to  my  revenge  by  Heaven  and  Hell, 

4 Muft  like  a Whore  unpack  my  heart  with  words, 

4 And  fall  a curling  like  a very  drab,  ftallion,  fieupon’t,  foh# 
4 About  my  brains,  ” hum,  l have  heard 
That  guilty  Creatures  fitting  at  a Play, 

Have  by  the  very  cunning  of  the  Scene 
Been  ftrook  fo  to  the  foul,  that  prefently 
They  have  proclaim’d  their  Malefactions : 

For  Murther,  though  it  have  no  Tongue  will  fpeak 
4 Withmofl  miraculous  Organ,  ” I’ll  have  thefe  Players 
Play  fomething  like  the  Murther  of  my  Father 
Before  mine  Uncle : I’ll  obferve  his  looks, 

~4  I’ll  tent  him  to  the  quick,  if  he  do  blench 
4 1 know  my  courfe.  ” The  Spirit  that  I have  feen 
May  be  a Devil,  and  the  Devil  may  have  power 
T/)  afiume  a pleafing  fhape,  44  yea  and  perhaps 
4 Out  of  my  weaknefs  and  my  melancholly, 

4 As  he  is  very  potent  with  fueh  Spirits, 

4 Abufes  me  to  damn  me  : " I’ll  have  grounds 
More  relative  than  this,  the  Play’s  the  thing 
Wherein  I’ll  catch  the  Confcience  of  the  King. 


[Exeunt. 


ACT  III.  SCENE!. 


King. 


Enter  King,  Queen,  Polonius,  Ophelia,  Rofencraus, 
Guildenftern,  Lords, 

AN  D can  you  by  no  drift  of  Conference 

Get  from  him,  why  he  puts  on  this  Confufion, 


4 Grating  fo  harfhly  all  his  days  of  quiet 
4 With  turbulent  and  dangerous  lunacy  ? 

Kof.  He  does  confefs  he  feels  himfeif  diftra&ed. 

But  from  what  caufe  he  will  by  no  means  fpeak. 

GmL  Nor  do  we  find  him  forward  to  be  founded, 
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But  with  a crafty  Madnefs  keeps  aloof 
4 When  we  would  bring  him  on  to  foms  eonfeffion 
4 Of  his  true  Eftate. 

Queen.  Did  he  receive  you  well  ? 

Rof.  Moll  civilly. 

Guil:  But  with  much  forcing  of  his  difpofition. 

Rof  Unapc  to  queftion  j but  of  our  demands 
Molt  free  in  his  reply. 

Queen.  Did  you  invite  him  to  any  paftime& 

Rof  Madam -it  io  foil  out  that  certain  players 
We  o’re-took  on  the  way  : of  thefe  we  told  him, 

And  there  did  feem  in  him  a kind  of  joy 
To  hear  of  it  j they  are  here  about  the  Court, 

And  as  I think  they  have  already  order 
This  nightto  play  before  him. 

ToL  ’Tis  molt  true, 

And  he  bcfeecht  me  to  intreat  your  Majefties 
To  hear  and  fee  the  matter. 

King.  With  all  my  heart, 

And  it  doth  much  content  me, 

To  hear  him  fo  inclin’d  : 

Good  Gentlemen  give  him  a further  Edge, 

And  urge  him  to  thefe  delights, 

Rof  We  (hall,  my  Lord. 

King.  Sweet  Gertrard  leave  us  two, 

For  we  have  clofely  lent  for  Hamlet  hither, 

That  he  as  ’twere  by  accident  may  meet 
Ophelia  here  } her  father  and  my  felf 
Will  fo  bellow  our  felves,  that  feeing  and  unfeen 
We  may  of  their  encounter  judge, 

4 And  gather  by  him  as  he  is  behav’d. 

If  it  be  the  Affliction  of  his  Love  or  no 
4 That  thus  he  fufiers  for. 

Queen.  I fhall  obey  you  : 

And  for  my  part,  Ophelia , I do  wifh 
That  your  good  beauties  be  the  happy 
Of  Hamlets  wildnefs,  fo  fhall  I hope  your  Vertues 
Will  bring  him  to  his  wonted  way  again, 

To  both  your  Honours. 

Ophel  Madam,  I wifh  it  may. 

Pol.  Ophelia , walk  you  here  whilfl  we 
(If  fo  your  Majefty  fhall  pleafe)  retire  conceal’d  \ <c  read  on  this  Book, 
c That  (hew  of  luch  an  exercife  may  colour 
4 Your  loneiinefs : we  are  oft  to  blame  in  this, 

4 Tistoomuch  prov’d,  that  with  devotions  vifage, 

4 And  pious  Aft  ion,  we  do  fugar  o’re 
4 The  Devil  himfelf. 


( King'. 
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‘ King.  O 'tis  too  true  : 

1 How  fmart  a lafh  that  Speech  doth  give  my  Confcience  ! 

‘ The  harlots  check  beautied  with  plaftring  Art, 

‘ Is  non  more  ugly  to  the  thing  that  helps  it, 

* Than  is  my  deed  to  my  molt  painted  word  : 

‘ O heavy  burden ! . [Enter  Hamlet. 

Tol  1 hear  him  coming,  withdraw,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  To  be  or  not  to  be,  that  is  the  queftion, 

Whether  'tis  Nobler  in  the  mind  to  foffer 
The  flings  and  arrows  of  outragious  fortune. 

Or  to  take  afms  againft  a Sea  of  troubles, 

And  by  oppofmg  end  them : to  die  to  fleep 
No  more  : and  by  a fleep  to  fay  we  end 
The  heart  ake,  and  the  thoufand  natural  fhocks 
That  flelh  is  heir  to  ^ Tis  a confummation 
Devoutly  to  be  wifht,  to  die  to  fleep. 

To  fleep  perchance  to  dream,  I there's  the  rub. 

For  in  that  fleep  of  Death  what  dreams  may  come, 

When  we  have  fhuffled  off  this  mortal  coil 
Mull  give  us  paufe,  there's  the  refpeft 
That  makes  calamity  of  folong  life : 

For  who  would  bear  the  whips  and  fcorns  of  time, 

Th’oppreffors  wrong,  the  proud  man's  contumely, 

The  pangs  ofdefpifed  love,  and  the  laws  delay, 

The  infolence  of  office,  and  the  fpurns 
That  patient  merit  of  th’ unworthy  takes, 

When  as  himfelf  might  bis  Quietus  make 
With  a bare  bodkin  ? who  would  fardels  bear. 

To  groan  and  fweat  under  a weary  life  ? 

But  that  the  dread  of  fomething  after  Death, 

The  undifeover’d  Country,  from  whofe  born 
No  traveller  returns,  puzzles  the  will 
And  makes  us  rather  bear  thofe  ills  we  have, 

Than  Hie  to  others  that  we  know  not  of.  , 

Thus  Confcience  does  make  cowards. 

And  thus  the  healthful  face  of  refolution 
Shews  lick  and  pale  with  thought: 

And  enterprifes  of  great  pith  and  moment,  y 
With  this  regard  their  currents  turn  awry, 

And  lofe  the  name  of  Aftion.  Soft  you  now, 

The  fair  Ophelia , Nymph,  in  thy  Orizons 
Be  all  my  fins  remembred  ? 

Ophel.  Good  my  Lord, 

How  does  your  honour  for  this  many  a day  ? 

H*m  I humbly  thank  you,  well. 

Ophel  My  Lord  I have  remembrances  of  yours, 

That  I have  longed  to  re- deliver, 
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Ipray  you  now  receive  them. 

Ham.  No,  not  I,  I never  gave  you  ought. 

Ophti  My  honoured  Lord,  you  know  right  well  you  did, 

And  with  them  words  of  fo  fweet  breath  compofed, 

As  made  thefe  things  more  rich : their  perfume  loft, 

Takethefe  again,  for  to  the  noble  mind 
Rich  gifts  wax  poor,  when  giver*  prove  unkind. 

There,  my  Lord. 

Ham  Ha,  ha,  are  you  honeft  ? 

Ophel,  My  Lord. 

Ham.  Are  you  fair  ? 

Ophel.  What  means  your  Lordfhip  ? 

Ham.  That  if  you  be  honeft  and  fair,  you  fliould  admit  no  difcourfe  to 
your  beauty. 

Ophel  Could  beauty,  my  Lord,  have  better  commerce 
Than  with  honefty. 

Ham , I truly,  for  the  power  of  beauty  will  fooner  transform  honefty 
from  what  it  is  to  a bawd,  than  the  force  of  honefty  can  translate  beauty 
to  his  likenefs : this  was  fometime  a Paradox,  but  now  the  time  gives  it 
proof.  I did  love  you  once. 

Ophel.  Indeed  my  Lord,  you  made  me  believe  fo. 

Ham.  You  fhould  not  have  believed  me,  for  vertue  cannot  fo  evacuate 
our  old  ftock  but  we  (hall  rellifh  of  it : I loved  you  not. 

Ophel.  I was  the  more  deceived. 

Ham . Get  thee  to  a Nunnery,  why  wouldeft  thou  be  a breeder  of fin- 
ners?  Iam>my  felf  indifferent  honeft,  but  yet  T could  accufe  me  of  fuch 
things , that  it  were  better  my  mother  had  not  born  me  : 1 am  very 
proud,  revengeful,  ambitious,  with  more  offences  at  my  beck  than  I have 
thoughts  to  put  them  in,  imagination  to  give  them  fhape,  or  time  to  aft 
them  in  : What  fhould  fuch  Fellows  as  I do  crawling  between  Earth  and 
Heaven  ? we  are  Arrant  knaves,  believe  none  ofus,go  thy  ways  to  a*Nun» 
nery  ? where’s  your  Father  ? 

Cphcl.  At  home,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Let  the  doors  be  (hut  upon  him. 

That  he  may  play  the  Fool  no  where  but  in’s  own  houfe: 

Farewell.  v 

Ophel.  0 help  him  vou  Sweet  Heavens. 

Ham.  If  thou  do’ft  Marry,  I’ll  give  thee  this  Plague  for  thy  dowry,  be 
thou  as  Chafteaslce,  as  pure  as  Snow,  thou  fhalt  not  fcape  calumny,  gee 
thee  to  a gunnery,  farewel.  Or  if  thou  wilt  needs  Marry,  Marry  a fool, 
for  wife-pen  know  well  enough  what  monfters  you  make  of  them ; to  a 
Nunnery  go,  and  quickly  too,  farewel. 

Oph/l.  Heaven!  v Powers  re  (tore  him, 

m m.  1 have  heard  of  your*  paintings  well  enough:  Nature  hath 
given  you  one  face , and  you  make  your  felves  another,  y u Jig  and 
Arable,  and  you  lifp,  you  nick-name  Heavens  Creatures,  and  make 
Wur  wantonnds  your  ignorance  * go  to , Til  no  more  oa’t,  it  hath 

‘ * * made 
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rnnde  me  mad ; I fay  we  will  have  no  more  Marriages,  thofe  that  are 
Married  already,  all  but  one  (hall  live,  the  reft  (hall  keep  as  they  are  : to 
a Nunnery  go.  {.Exit, 

Ophel.  O what  a Noble  mind  is  here  o’rethrown  ! 

The  Courtiers,  Souldiers,  Scholars,  Eye,  Tongue,  Sword, 

Th’  expe&ation  and  Rofe  of  the  fair  ftate, 

The  glafs  of  fafhion,  and  the  mould  of  form, 

Th’  obferv’d  of  all  obfervers,  quite,  quite  down, 

And  i of  Ladies  moft  dejedt  and  wretched. 

1 That  fuckt  the  honey  of  his  Mufick  vows; 

Now  fee  that  Noble  and  moft  Sovereign  reafon 
Like  fweet  bells  jangled  out  of  tune  and  harfh, 

That  unmatebt  Form  and  Stature  of  blown  Youth 
Blafted  with  Extafie.  O woe  is  me 

T’  have  fecn  what  I have  feen,  fee  what  I fee ! [Exit* 

Enter  King  And  Pojonius. 

King . Love  ! his  Affc&ions  do  not  that  way  tend, 

For  what  he  fpake,  though  it  lack  form  a little, 

Was  not  iike  Madnefs,  there’s  fometbing  in  his  Soul 
O’re  which  his  meiancholly  fits  on  brood, 

And  I doubt  the  hatch  and  the  difclofe 
Will  be  fome  danger,  which  to  prevent 
I have  in  quick  determination 
Thus  fet  down : he  (hall  with  fpeed  to  England, 

For  the  demand  of  our  negle&ed  Tribute : 

Haply  the  Seas  and  Countries  different, 

With  varible  objects  (hall  expel 

This  foraething  fetled  matter  in  his  heart, 

Whereon  his  brains  (till  beating. 

Puts  himthus  from  Fafhion  of  himfelf, 

What  think  youon’t  ? 

Tel.  It  (hall  do  well : 

But  yet  I do  believe  the  Origen  and  Commencement  of  it, 

Sprung  from  ncglefted  Love  : how  now  Ophelia  ? ^ 

You  need  not  tell  us  what  Lord  Hamlet  faid, 

We  heard  it  all  : my  Lord,  do  as  you  pieafe, 

But  if  you  hold  it  fit,  after  the  Play 

Let  his  Queen-mother  alone  intreat  him 

To  (hew  his  grief*,  “let  her  be  round  with  him,  ” 

And  I’ll  be  plac’d  (fo  pieafe  you)  in  the  Ear 
Of  all  their  Conference : if  (he  find  him  not, 

To  England  fend  him,  or  Confine  him  where 
Your  wifdom  beft  (hall  think. 

King.  It  (hall  be  fo, 

Madnefs  in  great  ones  muft  not  unwatcht  go.  [Extant, 

Enter  Hamlet  and  three  of  the  Players , 

* Ham.  Speak  the  Speech  1 pray  you  as  1 pronounc’d  it  to  you , 

* fmoothly 
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‘ S°dohIyi  b”:  thr  tor?ue4- but  if  y°u  “ ^ r a^any  0f  our  Pia,2 
1 :?»  -ad  as  hve  thc  Town-crier  fpoke  my  Vnes-  nor  Ho  l r;„, 
the  Air  too  much  with  vour  hand  time  w „r.  .n  no.E  . 


; ■<*  aim  »M7oi  S 

: 's  aiSSrSSSSS, gf;'; 

t FUy-  I warrant  your  Honour. 

< T,£7'r!e  n.oc  f1 °°. tame  ne>ther,  but  let  your  own  diferetion  be  vonr 
: K Jfr  cl“,ytdftlr  "r  F 

'i£KSr^'7‘  «whrta  Theatre  of  «£”"§ 

.‘ff  w £ ESg 

‘ imitated  Hummity  fo  abominably  ’ m*1'  thcm  ”dl>  tb'y 

‘ h?..  nT  we.ha,f  teformed'that  indifferently  with  ns. 

; Ste,  S3S&S  B.’SSS 'Sf' ’““'f^ePii; 

Pol  anJ  tuf'ater  *>0i0niust  GuiJdenftern  and  Rofencraus. 

„d  the  %f»too,  and  that  prefently 

"7’iXruS‘jm  mli‘  Wi" ,wo  l"p  « 

What  ho,  Horatio > [ Ex  emit  thoje  nvo. 

H°r*.  Here,  my  Lord,  at  your  Service.  Koral)0- 

Cr°U  art  e’en  as i'uft  a mnn 
as  e re  my  Converfation  met  withal. 

Hora.  O my  dear  Lord. 

Ham.  Nay  do  not  think  I flatter, 

ThatWh  ft  nlV3nCeniei,C  ™V  h°Pef<oni  thee 
nathaIt  no  ^«'enue  but  thy  good  Spirits 


To 
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To  feed  and  cloath  thee  ? why  ftiould  the  poor  be  flattered  ? 

4 No,  let  the  candied  Tongue  licit  abfurd  pomp, 

* And  crook  the  pregnant  mages  of  the  Knee 

< Where  thrift  may  follow  fawning,  do  ft  thou  hear  t 
Since  my  dear  Soul  was  Miftrifs  of  her  choice, 

And  could  of  men  diftinguilh  her  Elefbon, 

Sh’ath  feal’d  thee  for  her  felf*.  for  thou  h.jit  been 
As  one  in  fuffering  all  that  fulfers  nothing  ^ 

‘ A man  that  fortune’s  buffets  and  rewards 
1 Halite  ta’n  with  equal  thanks;  and  blelt  are  thole 
‘ Whofe  Blood  and  Judgment  are  fo  well  commedled 

< That  they  are  not  a Pipe  foi  fortune’s  finger, 

‘ To  found  what  flop  fhe  pleale:  ’ give  me  that  man 
That  is  not  paflions  flave,  and  I will  wear  him 
In  my  heart’s  core,  I,  in  my  heart  ol  ,iea_  ts 
As  1 do  thee.  Something  too  much  ot  thiST--. 

There  is  a play  to  night  before  the  King, 

One  Scene  of  it  comes  near  the  Circumltance 
Which  1 have  told  thee  of  my  father  s death  ; 

I prethee  when  thou  feeft  that  Aft  on  foot 
Even  with  the  very  Comment  of  thy  Soul 
Obferve  my  Uncle : if  then  his  hidden  guilt 
Do  not  it  felf  difcover  in  one  Speech, 

It  is  a damned  Ghoft  that  we  have  ften, 

1 And  my  imaginations  are  as  foul 
< As  Vulcan's  ftithy  : ” give  him  heedful  note, 

For  I mine  Eyes  will  rivet  to  hi  face. 

And  after  we  will  both  our  Judgments  joyn 
In  cenfure  of  his  feenjing. 

Hor.  Well,  my  Lord,  . 

If  he  fteal  ought  the  whilft  this  Play  is  playing 

And,  fcape  detection,  I will  pay  the  theft.  Onhelia 

Enter  Tmmfets  and  Kettlc-Drumi,  King.,  Polon  a , P 

Ham.  They  are  coming  to  the  Play,  I mull  be  idle. 

Get  you  a place. 

KHfg-  How  fares  our  Coufin  Hamlet. 

Excellent  i’faith 

, Of  the  Cameleons  difh  I Eat  the  A»r, 

Promife-cram’d,  ' ou  cannot  feed  Capons  io. 

King.  1 have  nothing  with  this  anfwer  Hamlet, 

Thefe  words  are  not  mine. 

Ham.  No,  nor  mine  now,  my  Lord. 

You  play’d  once  in  the  Univerfity,  you  fay. 

p0\.  t hat  did  I,  my  Lord,  and  was  accounted  a good  Ador. 

Ham.  What  did  you  Enaft?  ... 

Pci.  1 did  Enaft  Jultus  Cafar.  I was  kill  d i th  Capitol, 

Brutus  kill’d  me.  t 


*1 


Ham.  It  was  a brute  part  of  him  to  kill  fo  Capital  a Calf  there. 
Be  the  Players  ready  ? 

jRoJ.  I,  my  Lord,  they  wait  upon  your  patience. 

Gert.  Come  hither  my  dear  Hamlet,  fit  by  me* 

Ham.  No,  good  Mother,  here’s  metal  more  Attra&ive, 

Pol.  O ho,  do  you  mark  that  ? 

Ham.  Lady,  fhall  I lie  in  your  lap  ? 

Ophel.  No,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Do  you  think  I mean  Country  matters? 

4 Ophel.  I think  nothing,  my  Lord. 

* Ham.  That’s  a fair  thought  to  lie  between  Maids  legs. 

4 Ophel.  What  is,  my  Lord  ? 

1 Ham.  Nothing. 

Ophel . You  are  merry,  my  Lord. 

Ham,  Who  I? 


Ophel.  I,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Your  only  Jig  maker,  what  fhould  a man  do  but  be  merry  : for 
look  you  how  chearfully  my  Mother  looks,  and  my  Father  died  within’s 
two  hours. 

Ophel.  Nay,  ’tis  twice  two  months,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  So  long ! nay  then  let  the  Devil  wear  black,  for  I’ll  have  a fuit 
of  fables:  O Heavens!  die  two  months  ago,  and  not  forgotten  yet  \ then 
there’s  hope  a great  Man’s  Memory  may  out-live  his  Life  half  a year: 
but  hemuft  build  Churches  then,  44  or  elfe  fhall  he  fuffer  not  thinking 
c on,  with  the  Hobby-horfe,  whole  Epitaph  is,  for  O,  for  O,  the  Hobby- 
horfe  is  forgot. 

The  Trumpets  found . Dumb  (hew  follows. 

Enter  a King  and  a Queen , the  Queen  Embracing  him , and  he  her , he  takes 
her  up , and  declines  his  heady  upon  her  neckj  he  lies  him  down  upon  a bank^of 
flowers , (he feeing  him  afleep  leaves  him  : Anon  comes  in  another  man , takes 
off  his  Crown , kifies  it,  pours  poifon  in  the  fleepers  Ears , and  leaves  him  ; 
the  Queen  return*,  finds  the  King  dead , makes  pafionate  Attion  ; the  poifr- 
ner  with  Jome  three  or  four  comes  in  again,  feems  to  condole  with  her,  the 
dead  body  is  carried  away , the  Poifoner  wooes  the  Qjaeen  with  gifts,  (he  feems 
har(h  a while , but  in  the  end  accepts  Love. 

Ophel.  What  means  this,  my  Lord  ? 

Ham.  It  is  munching  Nlallico,  it  means  mifehief. 

Ophel.  Belike  this  fhew  imports  the  Argument  of  the  Play. 
c Ham.  We  fhall  know  by  this  fellow.  [Enter  Prolog uei 

The  Players  cannot  keep,  they’l  fhew  all  ftraight. 

Ophel.  Will  he  (hew  us  what  this  fhew  meant  ? 

Ham.  I,  or  any  fhew  that  you  will  fhew  him,  be  not  you  afham'd  to 
fhew,  he’l  not  fhame  to  tell  you  what  it  means. 

Ophel.  You  are  naught,  you  are  naught,  I’ll  mark  the  Play. 

‘Prologue.  For  us  and  for  our  Tragedy  , 

Here  (looping  to  your  clemency, 

We  beg  your  hearing  patiently. 
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Ham:  Is  this  a Prologue,  or  the  Poefie  of  a Ring  ? 
Ophel.  , Tis  brief,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  As  womans  Love. 

Enter  King  and%uten. 

King.  Full  thirty  times  hath  Phoebus  Cart  gone  round 
4 Neptune's  fait  walh,  and  Tellus  orb’d  the  Ground, 

€ And  thirty  dozen  Moons  with  borrowed  fheen 
4 About  the  world  have  twelve  times  thirty  been, 

Since  love  our  Hearts  and  Hymen  did  our  hands 
Unite,  infolding  them  in  Sacred  bands. 

Queen.  So  many  journies  may  the  Sun  and  Moon 
Make  us  again  count  o’re  e’re  love  be  done ; 

But  woe  is  me,  you  are  fo  flck  of  late, 

So  far  different  from  yout  former  State, 

That  I diftruft  you  \ yet  though  I diftruft, 

Difcomfort  you,  my  Lord,  it  nothing  mult. 

For  women  fear  too  nmh,  even  as  they  Love, 

4 And  womens  fear  and  love  hold  quantity, 

4 Either  none,  in  neither  ought,  or  in  Extremity. 

Now  what  my  love  has  been,  proof  makes  you  know. 
And  as  my  love  is  great,  my  fear  is  fo : 

Where  love  is  great,  the  fmalleft  doubts  are  fear  $ 
Where  little  fears  grow  great,  great  love  grows  there. 

King . I muft  leave  thee,  Love,  and  fhortly  too, 

My  working  powers  their  functions  leave  to  do, 

And  thou  (halt  live  in  this  fair  world  behind, 
Honour’d,  belov’d,  and  haply  one  as  kind 

For  Husband  (halt  thou. 

Queen . O confound  the  reft ! 

Such  Love  muft  needs  be  Treafon  in  my  breaft, 

In  fecond  Husband  let  me  be  accurft, 

None  wed  the  fecond  but  who  kill’d  the  firft : 

The  inftances  that  Second  marriage  move, 

Are  bafe  refpeds  of  thrift,  but  none  of  Love  : 

4 A fecond  time  1 kill  my  Husband  dead, 

4 When  fecond  Husband  kiffcs  me  in  bed. 

King.  1 do  believe  you  think  what  now  you  fpeak, 
But  what  we  do  determine  oft  we  break, 

Purpofe  is  but  the  flave  to  memory, 

Of  violent  Birth  and  poor  validity , 

Which  now  like  fruits  unripe  flicks  on  the  tree, 

But  fall  unfhaken  when  they  mellow  be. 

Moft  neceffary  ’tis  that  we  forget 

To  pay  our  felves  what  to  our  felves  is  debt : 

What  to  our  felves  in  paflion  we  propofe, 

The  paflion  ending  doth  the  purpofe  Loft \ 

1 The  violence  of  either  grief  or  joy 
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4 Their  own  ena&ures  with  themfelves  deftroy  -9 
4 Where  joy  molt  revels  grief  doth  moft  lament : 

4 Grief  joy,  joy  griefs  on  flender  Accident. 

This  world  is  not  for  Aye,  nor  is  itftrange. 

That  even  our  Loves  fliould  with  our  Fortunes  change  * 

For  ’tis  a queftion  left  us  yet  to  prove, 

Whether  Love  lead  fortune,  or  elfe  fortune  Love, 

4 The  great  man  down,  you  mark  his  favourite  flies, 

* The  poor  Advanc’d  makes  friends  of  Enemies: 

4 And  hitherto  doth  Love  on  Fortune  tend, 

4 For  who  not  needs  fhali  never  lack  a Friend, 

4 And  who  in  want  a hallow  friend  doth  try* 

4 Dire&ly  feafons  him  his  Enemy. 

4 But  orderly  to  end  where  I begun, 

4 Our  wills  and  fates  do  fo  contrary  run, 

4 That  our  devices  ftill  are  overthown  : 

4 Our  thoughts  are  ours,  their  ends  none  of  our  own. 

Thinkjtill  thou  wilt  no  fecond  Husband  wed. 

But  thy  thoughts  die  when  thy  firft  Lord  is  dead. 

Queen.  Nor  Earth  to  give  me  food,  nor  Heaven  light, 

Sport  and  repofe  lock  from  me  day  and  night, 

4 To  defperation  turn  my  truft  and  hope, 

4 And  Anchors  cheer  in  prifon  be  my  fcope, 

4 Each  oppofite  that  blanks  the  face  of  joy, 

4 Meet  what  I would  have  well,  and  it  deflroy  \ 

Both  here  and  hence  purfue  me  lafting  ftrife,  [Ham.  If  flie  fliould 
If  once  I widow  be,  and  then  a wife.  Cbreak  it  nowv 

King.  ’Tis  deeply  Sworn : fweet  leave  me  here  a while. 

My  Spirits  grow  dull,  and  fain  I would  beguile 
The  tedious  day  with  fleep. 

Queen.  Sleep  rock  thy  brain. 

And  never  come  mifchance  between  us  twain.  [Exem. 

Ham . Madam  how  like  you  this  Play  ? 

Queen.  The  Lady  doth  proteft  too  much  methinks. 

Ham.  O but  IheT]  keep  her  word. 

King.  Have  you  heard  the  Argument  ? Is  there  no  offence  in’t  ? 

Ham.  No,  no,  they  do  but  jeft,  poifon  in  jeft,  no  offence. 

King  What  do  they  call  the  Play  ? 

Ham.  The  Moufe-trap^  marry  how?  tropically.  This  Play  is  the  image 
of  a murther  done  in  Vienna , Gonzago  is  the  Duke’s  name, his  wife  Eaptifta, 
you  fhali  fee  anon,  ;tisa  Knavifh  piece  of  work,  but  what  of  that  ? your 
Majefty  and  we  (hall  have  free  Souls,  it  touches  not  us  \ let  the  gaHed  Jade 
winch,  our  withers  are  unwrung.  This  is  one  Luc/anus , Nephew  to  the 
King.  [Enter  Lucianus. 

OpheL  You  are  as  good  as  a Chorus , my  Lord. 

Ham.  I could  interpret  between  you  and  your  Love 
If  I could  fee  the  puppits  dallying. 

G z 
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‘ Op  hit.  You  are  keen  my  Lord,  you  are  keen. 

It  would  coft  you  a groaning  to  take  offmlne  Edge.’ 

Ophel.  Still  worfe  and  worfe. 

1 Ham.  So  you  miftake  your  Husbands.  ’’  Begin  Murtherer, ( leave  thy 
4 damnable  faces  and  begin,  come,  the  croaking  Raven  doth  bellow  for 
4 revenge. 

, Luc.  Thoughts  black,  hands  apt,  drugs  fit,  and  time  agreeing, 
Confiderate  feafon,  and  no  Creature  feeing, 

Thou  mixture  rank  of  midnight  weeds  colle&ed 
With  Hecats  bane,  thrice  blafted,  thrice  infe&ed, 

Thy  natural  magick,  and  dire  property* 

Onwholfome  lifts  ufurps  immediately. 

Ham . He  poifons  him  i’th’  Garden  for  his  Eftate,  his  name’s  Gonzaqro, 
the  ftory  is  extant,  and  written  in  very  choice  Italian : you  fliall  fee  Anon 
how  the  Murtherer  gets  the  Love  of  Gonzago' s Wife. 

Ophel . The  King  rifes. 

Queen.  How  fares,  my  Lord  ? 

Pol.  Give  ore  the  Play. 

King.  Give  me  fome  light,  away. 

Pol.  Lights,  lights,  lights.  [Exeunt  all  but  Hamlet  and  Hora. 

Ham ♦ Why  let  thcftrucken  Deer  go  weep, 

The  Hart  ungalled  go  Play, 

For  fome  muft  watch  whilft  fome  mull  fleep, 

Thus  runs  the  World  away.  “ Would  not  this  Sir,  and  a forreft  of  fea- 
thers, if  the  reft  of  my  Fortune’s  turn  Turk  with  me,  with  provincial' 

* Rofes  on  my  raz’d  fhooes,  get  me  a Fellowfhip  in  a City  of  Players 

4 Hora.  Half  a lhare. 
c Ham.  A whole  one,  I 

* For  thou  do’ft  know  O Damon  dear 

* This  Realm  difmantled  was 

1 Of  Jove  himfelf,  and  now  reigns  here 

* A very  very  Pecock. 

Hora . You  might  have  rim’d. 

Ham . O good  Horatio,  I’ll  take  the  Ghoft’s  word  for  a thoufand  pound. 
Didft  perceive  ? 

Hora.  Very  well,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Upon  the  talking  of  the  poifoning. 

Hora.  I did  very  well  note  him. 

Ham.  Ah,  ah,  come  fome  Mufick,  come  the  Recorders, 
c For  if  the  King  likes  not  the  Comedy, 

* Why  then  belike  he  likes  it  not  perdie. 

JCome,  fomeMufick. 

Enter  Rofencraus  and  Guildenftern. 

Suit.  Good,  my  Lord  vouchsafe  me  a word  with  you. 

Ham.  Sir,  a whole  Hiftory. 

Gutl.  The  King,  Sir. 

Ham.  1 Sir,  what  of  him  ? 

Gail  Is  in  his  retirement  marvellous  diftempered.  Ham. 
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Ham.  With  drink,  Sir? 

-v  Gail.  No,  my  Lord,  with  choler. 

Ham.  Your  wifdome  fhould  fhew  it  felf  Richer  to  fignifie  this  to  the 
Do&er  ; for  me  to  put  him  to  his  purgation,  would  perhaps  plunge  him 
into  more  choler. 

Gail.  Good,  my  Lord,  put  your  difcourfe  into  fome  frame, 

And  ftart  not  fo  wildly  from  my  bufinefs. 

Ham.  I am  tame,  Sir,  pronounce.  / 

Gail . The  Queen  your  Mother  in  moft  great  Afflidtion  of  Spirit  hath 
fent  me  to  you. 

Ham . You  are  welcome. 

Gail.  Nay,  good,  my  Lord,  this  courtefie  is  not  of  the  right  breed,  if  it 
fhall  pleafe  you  to  make  me  a wholfome  anfwer,  I will  do  your  Mothers 
Commandment,  if  not, your  pardon  and  my  return  fhall  be  the  end  of  the 
bufinefs. 

Ham.  Sir,  I cannot. 

Rof  What  my  Lord  ? 

Ham.  Make  you  a wholfome  anfwer,  my  wit’s  difeas’d,  but  Sir,  fuch 
anfwer  as  I can  make,  you  fhall  command,  or  rather  as  you  fay,  my  Mo- 
ther  ; therefore  no  more,  but  to  the  matter,  my  mother  you  fay. 

Rof  Then  thus  fhe  fays , your  behaviour  hath  ftrook  her  into  amaze- 
ment and  admiration. 

Ham.  O wonderful  Son  that  can  thus  aftonifh  a Mother  ! but  is  there 
no  fequel  at  the  heels  of  this  Mothers  admiration  ? impart. 

Roj.  She  defires  to  fpeak  with  you  in  her  Clofet  e’re  you  go  to  bed. 

Ham.  We  fhall  obey,  were  fhe  ten  times  our  Mother  ;"have  you  any 
further  trade  with  us? 

Rof  My  Lord,  you  once  did  Love  me. 

Ham.  And  do  ftill  by  thefe  pickers  and  ftealers. 

Rof.  Good,  my  Lord,  what  is  the  caufe  of  ^our  diftetnper?  you  do 
furelybar  the  door  upon  your  own  liberty,  if  you  deny  your  griefs  to 
your  friend. 

Ham.  Sir,  I lack  Advancement. 

Rof  How  can  that  be,  when  you  have  the  voice  of  the  King  himfelf  for 
your  Succeffion  in  Denmark, 

Enter  the  P layers  with  Recorders. 

Ham.  I Sir,  but  while  the  grafs  grows;  the  Proverb  is  fometbing  mufty : 
oh  the  Recorders,  let  me  fee  one , to  withdraw  with  you  ; why  do  you 
go  about  to  recover  the  wind  of  me,  as  if  you  would  drive  me  into  a 
toil  ? 

Gail  O,  my  Lord,  if  my  duty  be  too  bold,  my  Love  is  too  unmanner- 
ly- 

Ham.  I do  not  well  underftand  that,  will  you  play  upon  this  pipe  ? 

Gail.  My  Lord,  I cannot. 

Ham.  I pray  you. 

Gail  Believe  me  I cannot 
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Ham,  ) befeech  you. 

Guil.  I know  no  touch  of  it,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  It  is  as  eafie  as  lyings  govern  thefe  ventageswith  your  fingers 
and  the  thumb,  give  it  breath  with  your  mouth,  and  it  will  difeourfe  moll 
Eloquent  mufick : look  you,  thefe  are  the  flops. 

Guil.  But  thefe  cannot  I Command  to  any  utterance  of  Harmony,  I 
ave  not  the  Skill. 

Ham.  Why  look  you  now  how  unworthy  a thing  you  make  of  me,  you 
would  play  upon  me,  you  would  feem  to  know  my  flops,  you  would  pluck 
out  the  heart  of  my  myfterv,  you  would  found  me  from  my  loweft  note 
to  my  compafs,  and  there  is  much  Mufick,  excellent  voice  in  this  little 
organ,  yet  cannot  you  make  it  fpeak,  do  you  think  I am  eafier  to  be  plaid 
on  than  a pipe  ? Call  me  what  inftrument  you  will,  though  you  can  fret 
me,  you  cannot  play  upon  me. 

Enter  Polonius. 

Tol.  My  Lord,  the  Queen  would  fpeak  with  you,  and  prefently. 

Ham.  Do  you  fee  yonder  cloud  that’s  almoft  in  fhape  of  a Camel? 

Tol.  Tis  like  a Camel,  indeed. 

Ham.  Methinks  it  is  like  a Wezel. 

Pol,  It  is  black  like  a Wezel. 

Ham.  Or  like  a Whale. 

. Tol.  Very  like  a Whale. 

Ham.  Then  I will  come  to  my  mother  by  and  by  \ 

They  fool  me  to  the  top  of  my  bent.  u I will  come  by  and  byj 
* Leave  me,  friends. 

4 I will  fay  fo.  By  and  by  is  eafily  faid. 

’Tis  now  the  very  witching  time  of  night, 

When  Church-yards  yawn,  and  Hell  it  felf  breaths  out  * 

Contagion  to  the  World  : now  could  I drink  hot  Blood, 

And  do  fuch  bufinefs  as  day  it  felf 

Would  quake  to  look  on : foft , now  to  my  mother, 

0 heart  lofe  not  thy  Nature ! let  not  ever 
The  Soul  of  Nero  enter  this  firm  Bofom  ! 

Let  me  be  cruel,  not  unnatural. 

1 will  fpeak  daggers  to  her,  but  ufe  none, 

4 My  Tongue  and  Soul  in  this  be  Hypocrites.  ■* 

c How  in  my  words  foever  {he  be  fhent, 

4 To  give  them  Seals  never  my  Soul  confent.  . [Exit. 

Enter  King , Rofencraus,  and  Guildenftern. 

King.  I like  him  not,  nor  ftands  it  fafe  with  us 
To  let  his  madnefs  range  ^ therefore  prepare  you, 

1 your  Commiftion  will  forthwith  difpatcb. 

And  he  to  England  fhali  along  with  you, 

Th-'  terms  of  our  Eflate  may  not  endure 
Hazzards  fo  near  us  as  doth  hourly  grow 
Out  of  his  brows. 

Guil.  We  will  our  felves  provide  $ 
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Moft  Holy  and  Religious  fear  it  is 
To  keep  thole  many  Bodies  fafe 
That  live  and  feed  upon  your  Majefty. 

c Roj.  The  fingle  and  pecular  life  is  bound 
* With  all  the  Strength  and  Armour  of  the  mind 
4 To  keep  it  felf  from  Noyance,  but  much  more 
c That  Spirit  upon  whofe  weal  depends  and  refts 
4 The  lives  of  many:  the  cefs  of  Majefty 
c Dies  not  alone,  but  like  a gulf  doth  draw 
c What’s  near  it  with  it : or  it  is  a maffie  wheel, 
c Fixt  on  the  Somnet  of  the  higheft  mount, 

4 To  whofe  huge  Spokes  ten  thoufand  Jeffer  things 
c Are  morteis’d  and  adjoyn’d,  which  when  it  falls, 
‘Each  fmall  annexment,  petty  Confequence 
4 Attends  the  boiftrous  rain,  never  alone 
4 Did  the  King  figh,  but  a general  groan. 

King.  Arm  you  1 pray  you  to  this  fpeedy  Voyage, 
For  we  will  Fetters  put  about  this  fear 
Which  now  goes  too  free  footed. 

Rof.  We  will  make  hafte. 

Enter  Polonius. 

4 Pol . Sir,  he’s  going  to  his  mothers  Clofet, 

Behind  the  Arras  I’ll  convey  my  felf 

To  hear  the  Procefs,  I’ll  warrant  (he’ll  tax  him  home  ; 

And  as  you  laid,  and  wifely  was  is  faid, 

'Tis  meet  that  fome  more  Audience  than  a Mother, 
Since  nature  makes  them  partial,  fhould  o’re-hear 
Their  fpeech  *,  fare  you  well  my  Liege, 

I’ll  call  upon  you  e’re  you  go  to  bed, 

And  tell  you  what  I hear. 

King.  Thanks,  dear  my  Lord. 

O my  offence  is  rank,  it  fmells  to  Heaven, 

It  hath  the  Eldeft  curfe  upon’t ; 

A brother’s  Murther  : pray  I cannot, 

Though  inclination  be  as  fharp  as  will, 

My  ftronger  guilt  defeats  ray  ftrong  intent  * 

And  like  a man  to  double  bufinefs  bound, 

Iftand  in  pawfe  where  I (hall  firft  begin, 

And  both  neglecft  : what  if  this  curfoi  hand 
Were  thicker  than  it  felf  with  brother’s  blood  ? 

Is  there  not  rain  enough  in  the  fweet  Heavens 
To  wafh  it  white  as  fnow  ? whereto  ferves  mercy. 

But  to  confront  the  vifage  of  offence  ? 

And  what’s  in  Prayer  but  this  twofold  force, 

To  be  foreftalled  e’re  we  come  to  fall. 

Or  pardon’d  being  down  ? then  I’ll  look  up  : 

My  fault  is  paft ; but  oh  ! what  form  of  Praye* 
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Can  ferve  my  turn  ? forgive  me  my  foul  Murther  ? 

That  cannot  be,  flnce  I am  Hill  poflefl 
Of  thofe  effects  for  which  1 did  the  Murther, 

My  Crown,  mine  own  Ambition,  and  my  Queen: 

May  one  be  pardoned  and  retain  th’  offence  ? 

4 In  the  corrupted  currents  of  this  World 
i Offences  guided  hand  may  (hew  by  juftice, 

And  oft  Tis  feen  the  wicked  prize  it  felf 
Buys  out  the  Law  ^ but  ’tis  not  fo  above. 

There  is  no  fhuffling,  there  the  Aftion  lies 
In  his  true  Nature,  and  we  our  felves  compelfd 
Even  to  the  teeth  and  forehead  of  our  faults 
To  give  in  evidence  : what  then?  what  refts  ? 

Try  what  Repentance  can  ; what  can  it  not  ? 

Yet  what  can  it  when  one  cannot  repent  ? 

O wretched  flate ! O bofom  black  as  death ! 

0 limed  Soul ! that  ftruggling  to  be  free 
Art  more  engaged ! help  Angels,  make  aflay, 

Bow  flubborn  Knees,  and  Heart  with  firings  of  fteel 
Be  foft  as  finews  of  the  new  born-babe, 

All  may  be  well. 

Enter  Hamlet. 

Ham.  Where  is  this  Murderer, he  kneels  and  prays, 

And  now  I’ll  do’t,  and  fo  he  goes  to  Heaven, 

And  fo  am  I reveng’d?  that  would  be  fcann’d  \ 

He  kill’d  my  Father,  and  for  that 

1 his  foie  Son  fend  him 
To  Heaven, 

Why  this  is  a reward, not  revenge  : 

He  took  my  father  grofly,  full  of  bread. 

With  all  his  Crimes  broad  blown  as  flulh  as  May, 

And  how  his  Audit  Hands  who  knows  fave  Heaven  ? 

But  in  our  Circumftances  and  courfe  of  thought, 

Tis  heavy  with  him  } and  am  I then  reveng’d 
To  take  him  in  the  purging  of  his  Soul, 

When  he  is  fit  and  feafoned  for  his  pafiage? 

No, 

Up  Sword,  and  know  thou  a more  horrid  time, 

When  he  is  Drunk,  Afleep,  or  in  his  Rage, 

Or  in  th’  incefluous  Pleafures  of  his  Bed, 

At  Game,  a Swearing,  or  about  fome  Aft 
That  has  no  Relifh  of  Salvation  in’t, 

* Then  trip  him  that  his  heels  may  kick  at  Heaven,  * 

4 And  that  his  Soul  may  be  damn'd  and  black 
4 As  Hell  whereto  it  goes:  my  Mother  flays, 

This  Phylick  but  prolongs  thy  fickly  days. 

King.  My  words  flic  up,  my  thoughts  remain  below, 
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Words  without  thoughts  never  to  Heaven  go.  X^Exit ■ 

Enter  Queen  And  Polonius. 

Pol.  He  will  come  ftraight,  look  you  lay  home  to  him* 

Tell  him  his  pranks  have  been  too  broad  to  bear  with, 

And  that  your  grace  hath  flood  between 
Much  heat  and  him.  I’ll  here  conceal  my  felf, 

Pray  you  be  round#  JlEnter  Hamlet, 

Queen.  1T1  warrant  you,  fear  me  not, 

Withdraw,  I hear  him  coming. 

Ham.  Now  Mother,  what’s  the  matter  ? 

Queen . Hamlet  thou  halt  thy  father  much  offended, 

Ham . Mother  you  have  my  father  much  offended. 

Queen.  Come,  come,  you  anfwer  with  an  idle  Tongue. 

Ham . Go,  go,  you  queftion  with  a wicked  Tongue. 

Queen.  Why  how  now,  Hamlet  ? 

Ham.  What’s  the  matter  now  ? 

Queen.  Have  you  forgot  me  ? 

Ham.  No  by  the  Rood  not  fo. 

You  are  the  Queen,  your  Husband’s  brother’s  Wife, 

And  would  it  were  not  fo,  you  are  my  Mother. 

Queen.  Nay  then  I’ll  fet  thofe  to  you  that  can  fpeak. 

Ham.  Come,  come,  and  fit  down,  you  fhall  not  budge, 

You  go  not  till  I fet  you  up  a glafs 
Where  you  may  fee  the  utmoft  part  of  you. 

Queen.  What  wilt  thou  do  ? thou  wilt  not  murder  me  ? 

Help,  ho. 

Pol.  What  ho,  help. 

Ham.  How  now  a Rat,  dead  for  a Ducket,  dead. 

ToL  O I am  flain. 

Queen.  Ome,  what  haft  thou  done  ? 

Ham.  Nay,  I know  not,  is  it  the  King  ? 

Queen.  O what  a rafh  and  bloody  deed  is  this  ! 

Ham.  A bloody  deed,  almoft  as  bad,  good  Mother, 

As  kill  a King,  and  marry  with  his  brother. 

Queen.  As  kill  a King. 

Ham . I,  Lady,  it  was  my  word. 

Thou  wretched,  rafh,  intruding  fool,  farewel, 

I took  thee  for  thy  better,  take  thy  fortune, 

Thou  findeft  to  be  too  bufie  is  fome  danger. 

Leave  wringing  of  your  hands,  peace  fit  you  down. 

And  let  me  wring  your  heart,  for  fo  I fhall 
If  it  be  made  of  penetrable  fluffy 
4 If  damned  cuftom  have  not  braz’d  it  fo, 

4 That  it  be  proof  and  bulwark  againft  Senfe.1 

Queen.  What  have  I done,  that  thou  dar’ft  W3g  thy  Tongue 
In  noife  fo  rude  againft  me  ? 

Ham.  Such  an  Aft 
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That  blurs  the  Grace  and  Blufh  of  ModeRy, 

Calls  vertue  hypocrite,  takes  offthe  Role 
From  the  fair  Forehead  of  an  innocent  Love, 

And  fetsa  bliRer  there,  makes  Marriage  vows 
As  falfe  as  Dicers  oaths : oh  fuch  a deed 
As  from  the  Body  of  Contraftion  plucks 
The  very  Soul,  and  fweet  Religion  makes 
A rapfody  of  words,  a Heavens  face  does  glow, 

4 Yea  this  folidity  and  compound  mafs, 

4 With  heated  vifage  as  againR  the  doom, 

4 Is  thought-fick  at  the  Aft. 

Ah  me  that  Aft ! 

S^neert.  Ay  me,  what  Ad ! 

Ham.  That  roars  fo  loud,  and  thunders  in  the  Index  t 
Look  here  upon  this  Pidure,  and  on  this 
The  counterfeit  prefentment  of  two  brothers  $ 

See  what  a grace  was  feated  on  this  brow, 

Hifcrions  curls,  the  front  of^W  himfelf, 

An  Eye  like  Mars  to  threaten  and  command, 

4 A Ration  like  the  Herald  Mercury 
4 New  lighted  on  a Heaven -killing  hill, 

A combination  and  form  indeed 
Where  every  God  did  fecm  to  fet  his  Seal, 

To  give  the  world  aflurance  of  a man. 

This  was  your  Husband:  look  you  now  what  follows, 

Here  is  your  Husband,  like  a mildew’d  Ear, 

Blading  his  whoKome  Brother : have  you  Eyes  ? 

Could  you  on  this  fair  Mountain  love  to  feed. 

And  batten  on  this  Moor  ? ha  ! have  you  Eyes  ? 

You  cannot  call  it  Love,  for  at  your  Age 
The  heyday  of  the  blood  is  tame,  its  humble. 

And  waits  upon  the  Judgment  $ and  what  Judgment 
Would  Rep  from  this  to  this  ? Senfe  fure  you  have, 

Elfe  could  you  not  have  motion,  but  fure  that  Senfe 
Is  apoplext,  for  madnefs  would  not  Err, 

Nor  Senfe  to  extafle  was  ne’re  fo  thrall’d, 

But  it  reserv’d  fome  quantity  of  choice 
To  ferve  in  fuch  a difference  : “ what  Devil  was ’t 
4 That  thus  hath  cozen’d  you  at  hodman-blind  ? 

4 Eyes  without  feeling,  feei  ng  without  fight, 

* Ears  withour  hands,  or  Eyes,  fmeliing  fans  all, 

4 Or  but  a fickly  part  of  one  true  Senfe 
4 Could  not  fo  mope,  ’ Oh  fliame ! where  is  thy  blulh  ? 
Rebellious  Hell, 

If  thoucanft  mutine  Sn  a Matrons  bones 
To  flaming  youth,  let  vertue  be  as  wax 
And  melt  in  her  own  fire,  proclaim  no  fliame 
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When  the  cumpulftve  ardure  gives  the  charge, 

Since  froH  it  felf  as  Actively  doth  burn, 

And  reafon  pardons  will. 

Queen.  O Hamlet  fpeak  no  more, 

Thou  turn’ll  my  very  Eyes  into  my  Soul, 

4 And  there  I fee  fuch  black  and  grieved  fpots 
4 As  will  leave  there  their  tincl. 

Ham.  Nay  but  to  live 
In  the  rank  fweat  of  an  inccfluous  bed, 

Stew’d  in  corruption,  4‘  Honeying  and  making  Love 
4 Over  the  nafty  ftye* 

Queen.  O fpeak  to  me  no  more, 

Thele  words  like  Daggers  enter  in  mine  Ears; 

No  more,  fweet  Hamlet. 

Ham.  A murtheier  and  a villain, 

A Have  that’s  not  the  twentieth  part  the  tythc 
O your  precedent  Lord,  a vice  of  Kings, 

A cut  purfe  of  the  Empire  and  the  rule, 

That  from  a fhelf  the  precious  Diadem  Hole: 

And  put  it  in  his  pocket. 

Ham.  A King  of  (hreds  and  patches. 

Save  me  and  hover  o’re  me  with  your  wings 
You  Heavenly  guards : what  would  your  gracious  fire  ? 
Queen.  Alas!  he’s  mad. 

Ham.  Do  you  not  come  your  tardy  Son  to  chide  ? 
That  lap’ll  in  time,  and  perfon  lets  go  by 
Th’  important  Aftingof  your  dread  command  ? O fay 
Chop;.  Do  not  forget : this  vifitation 
Is  but  to  whet  thy  almoH  blunted  purpofe. 

But  look,  amazement  on  thy  Mother  fits, 

O Hep  between  her  and  her  fighing  Soul ! 

Conceit  in  weakeft  Bodies  HrongeH  works. 

Speak  to  her  Hamlet. 

Ham . How  is  it  with  you,  Lady  ? 

Queen.  Alas!  how  is’t  with  you, 

That  you  do  bend  your  Eye  on  Vacancy, 

And  with  th’  incorporeal  Air  do  hold  difeourfe  ? 

Forth  at  your  Eyes  your  Spirits  wildly  Peep, 

And  as  the  fieeping  Souldiers  in  th’  Alarm, 

Your  hair 

Starts  up  and  Hands  an  end : O gentle  Son ! 

Upon  the  heat  and  flame  of  thy  diltemper 
Sprinkle  cool  patience : whereon  do  you  look  ? 

Ham.  On  him,  on  him,  look  you  how  pale  he  glercs, 
His  form  and  caufe  conjoyn’d,  preaching  to  Hones 
Would  make  them  capable ; do  not  look  upon  me, 

LeH  with  this  piteous  Aftion  you  convert 
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My  ftern  effefts  \ then  what  I have  to  do- 
Will  want  true  colour,  tears  perchance  for  Blood. 

Queen.  To  whom  do  you  (peak  this  ? 

Ham.  Do  you  fee  nothing  there  ? 

Queen.  Nothing  at  all,  yet  all  that  is  here  I fee- 

Ham.  Nor  did  you  nothing  hear  ? 

Queen.  No,  nothing  but  our  felves. 

Ham.  Why  look  you  there,  look  how  it  fteals  away, 

My  Father  in  his  habit  as  he  liv’d, 

Look  where  he  goes,  even  now  out  at  the  portal.  [Exit  Choft. 

Queen.  This  is  the  very  coinage  of  your  brain, 

) This  bodilefs  creation  extafie  is  very  cunning  in. 

Ham.  My  pulfe  as  yours  doth  temperately  keep  time, 

And  makes  as  healthful  xMufick  : it  is  not  madnefs 
That  I have  uttered,  bring  me  to  the  teft, 

And  I the  matter  will  re-word,  which  madnefs 
Cannot  do.  Mother,  for  love  of  grace 
Lay  not  that  flattering  unftion  to  your  Soul, 

That  not  your  trefpafs  but  my  madnefs  fpeaks  •, 

It  will  but  skin  and  film  the  ulcerous  place,  , 

Whiles  rank  corruption  mining  all  within 
Infers  unfeen:  confefs  your  felf  to  Heaven, 

Repent  what’s  paft,  avoid  what  is  to  come, 

4 And  do  not  fprcad  the  compoft  on  the  weeds 
4 To  make  them  ranker : forgive  me  this  my  vertue, 

4 For  in  the  fatnefs  of  thefe  purfie  times 
4 Vertue  it  felf  of  vice  muft  pardon  beg, 

4 Yea  curb  and  woe  for  leave  to  do  him  good. 

Queen.  O Hamlet , thou  haft  cleft  my  heart. 

Ham.  Then  throw  away  the  worfer  part  of  it, 

And  leave  the  purer  with  the  other  half. 

Good  night , but  go  not  to  my  Uncle’s  bed, 

Aflume  a vertue  if  you  have  it  not.  Once  more  good  night. 

4 That  monfter  cuftom,  who  all  Senfedoth  Eat, 

4 Of  habits  Devil,  is  Angel  yet  in  this, 

4 That  to  the  ufe  of  Actions  fair  and  good 
4 He  likewife  gives  a frock  or  livery 
4 That  aptly  is  put  on  : refrain  to  night, 

4 And  that  fhall  lend  a kind  of  eaflnefs 
4 To  the  next  abftinence,  the  next  more  eafie  \ 

1 For  ufe  almoft  can  change  the  ftamp  of  nature, 

4 And  mafter  the  Devil,  or  throw  him  out 
4 With  wonderous  potency : Once  more  good  night, 

And  when  you  are  defirous  to  be  bleft 
I'll  bleffing  beg  of  you : for  this  fame  Lord 
I do  repent,  but  Heaven  hath  pleas’d  it  fo. 

To  punifh  me  with  this,  and  this  with  me. 
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That  I muft  be  their  fcourge  and  minifter, 

I will  beftow  him,  and  will  anfwer  well 
The  death  I gave  him  } fo/again  good  night. 

I muft  be  cruel  only  to  be  kind, 

Thus  bad  begins,  and  worfe  remains  behind.  N 

One  word  more,  good  Lady. 

Quttn.  What  fliall  I do  ? 

4 Ham.  Not  this  by  no  means  that  I bid  you  do, 

Let  not  the  King  tempt  you  to  bed  again, 

4 Pinch  wanton  on  your  cheek,  call  you  his  Moufe, 

4 And  let  him  not  for  a pair  of  recchy  kiiles, 

4 Or  padling  in  your  neck  with  his  damn’d  fingers, 

Make  you  to  ravel  all  this  matter  out, 

1 hat  I eflentially  am  not  in  madnefs, 

But  mad  in  craft’}  “ 'twere  good  you  let  him  know} 

4 For  who  that’s  but  Queen,  fair,  fober,  wife, 

4 Would  from  a paddock,  from  a Bat,  a Gib, 

* Such  dear  concernings  hide  ? who  would  do  fo  ? 

4 No,  in  defpite  of  Senfe  and  Secrifie 
€ Unpeg  the  basket  on  the  houfes  top, 

4 Let  the  birds  flie,  and  like  the  famous  Ape, 

4 To  try  the  concluiions  in  the  basket  creep, 

4 And  break  your  own  neck  down. 

Queen.  Be  thou  allur’d  if  words  be  made  of  breath, 

And  breath  of  life,  1 have  no  life  to  breathe 
What  thou  haft  faid  to  me. 

Ham . I muft  to  England , you  know  that. 

%nten.  Alack  I had  forgot, 

Tis  fo  concluded  on. 

Ham . There’s  Letters  feal’d,  and  my  two  School- fellows, 

4 Whom  I will  truft  as  I will  Adders  fang’d, 

4 They  bear  the  mandate ; they  muft  fweep  my  way, 

4 And  marlhal  me  to  knavery } let  it  work, 

4 For  ’tis  the  fport  to  have  the  Engineer 
4 Hoift  with  his  own  petar,  and’t  fhall  go  hard 
‘ But  I will  delve  one  yard  below  their  Mines, 

4 And  blow  them  at  the  Moon : O ’tis  moft  fweet 
4 When  in  one  line  two  crafts  dire&Iy  meet. 

This  man  will  fet  me  packing. 

I’ll  lug  the  guts  into  the  neighbour  room/ 

Mother  good  night  indeed,  this  Counfeller 
Is  now  moft  ftill,  moft  Secret,  and  moft  grave, 

Who  was  in’s  life  a molt  foolilh  prating  knave. 

Come  Sir,  to  draw  toward  an  end  with  you. 

Goodnight,  Mother.  C£x/t. 
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Enter  King  and  Queen  with  Rofencraus  and  Guildenltern. 

King.  rT^Here’s  matter  in  thefe  Sighs,  thefe  profound  Heaves, 

X You  muft  Tranflate,  ’cis  fit  we  underftand  them  : 

Where  is  your  Son  ? 

Queen.  Beftow  this  place  on  us  a little  while.  [Exeunt  Rof  and  Guil. 
Ah  mine  own  Lord,  what  have  I feen  to  night  ? 

King.  What  Gertrard , how  does  Hamlet  ? 

Osteen.  Mad  as  the  Sea  and  Wind  when  both  contend 
Which  is  the  Mightier  in  his  Lawlefs  fit, 

Behind  the  Arras  hearing  fomething  ftir, 

Whips  out  his  Rapier,  cries  a Rat,  a Rat, 

And  in  this  Brainifh  Apprehenfion  kills 
The  unfeen  Good  old  Man. 

King.  O heavy  deed ! 

It  had  been  fo  with  us  had  we  been  there. 

His  Liberty  is  full  of  threats  to  all, 

To  you  your  felf,  to  us,  to  every  one. 

Alas,  how  fhall  this  Bloody  Deed  be  anfwered  ? 

It  will  be  laid  to  us,  whofe  Providence 
Should  have  reftrain ’d 

This  mad  Young-Man  : but  fo  much  was  our  Love 
We  would  not  underftand  what  was  moft  fit, 

But  like  the  owner  of  a foul  difeafe, 

To  keep  it  from  divulging,  let  it  feed 
Even  on  the  pith  of  life : where  is  he  gone  ? 

Queen.  To  draw  apart  the  Body  he  hath  kill’d, 

Ore  whom  his  very  madnefs  likefome  Ore 
Among  a mineral  of  metal  bafe, 

Shews  it  felf  pure,  he  weeps  for  what  is  done. 

King.  G ertrard  come  away, 

The  Sun  no  fooner  fhall  the  Mountains  touch 
But  we  will  Ship  him  hence,  and  this  vile  deed 
We  muft  with  all  our  Majefty  and  skill,  [Enter  Rof.  and  Guild. 

Both  countenance  and  excufe.  Ho,  Guildenflern , 

Friends  both,  go  joyn  with  you  Tome  further  Aid, 

Hamlet  in  madnefs  hath  Polonius  {lain, 

And  from  his  Mother’s  Clofet  hath  he  drag’d  him, 

Go  feek  him  out,  fpeak  fair  and  bring  the  Body 
Into  the  Chapel  •,  1 pray  you  haft  in  this : 

Come,  Gertrard?  we’ll  call  up  our  wifeft  friends, 
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And  let  them  know  both  what  we  mean  to  do, 

And  what’s  untimely  done. 

Whofe  whifper  o’re  the  World’s  Diameter, 

As  level  as  the  Cannon  to  his  blank 
4 Tranfports  his  poifoned  fhot,  may  mils  our  name, 
* And  hit  the  woundlefs  Air : O come  away, 

4 My  Soul  is  full  of  difcord  and  difmay. 
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Enter  Hamlet,  Rofencraus,  and  others . 

Ham.  Safely  flow’d  : what  noife  ? who  calls  Hamlet  ? 

O here  they  come. 

Rof  What  have  you  done,  my  Lord,  with  the  dead  Body  ? 

Ham.  Compounded  it  with  dull,  whereto  it  is  a-kin. 

Rof.  Tell  us  where ’tis,  that  we  may  take  it  thence, 

And  bear  it  to  the  Chapel. 

Ham.  Do  not  believe  it. 

Rof.  Believe  what  > 

Ham.  That  I can  keep  your  Counfel  and  not  mine  own  \ befides , to 
be  demanded  of  a fpunge,  what  replication  Ihould  be  made  by  the  Son  of 
a King  ? 

Rof  Take  you  me  for  a fpunge,  my  Lord  ? 

Ham.  I Sir,  that  fokesup  the  King’s  Countenance,  his  rewards,  his  au- 
thorities: but  fuch  Officers  do  the  King  beft  fervice  in  the  end,  he  keeps 
them  like  an  apple  in  the  corner  of  his  jaw,  firft  mouth’d  to  be  laft  fwal- 
Jowed ; when  he  needs  what  you  have  gleaned,  it  is  but  fqueefing  you, 
and  fpunge,  you  (hall  be  dry  again. 

Rof.  I underftand  you  not,  my  Lord.  \ 

Ham.  I am  glad  of  it : a Knavifh  fpeech  deeps  in  a Foolilh  ear. 

Rof  My  Lord,  you  muft  tell  us  where  the  Body  is,  and  go  with  us  to 
the  King. 

€ Ham.  The  Body  is  with  the  King,  but  the  King  is  not  with  the  Body  : 
4 the  King  is  a thing. 

Gail . 4 A thing,  my  Lord  ? 

4 Ham,  Of  nothing,  44  bring  me  to  him,  [Exeunt. 

Enter  King  and  two  or  three. 

King.  1 have  fent  to  leek  him,  and  to  find  the  Bcdy^ 

How  dangerous  is  it  that  this  man  goes  loofe  ? 

Yet  muft  we  not  put  the  ftrong  Law  on  him, 

He’s  Lov’d  of  the  diftra<fted  multitude, 

Who  like  not  in  their  judgment*  but  their  Eyes, 

And  where  ’tis  fo  th’  offenders  fcourge  is  weigh’d. 

But  never  the  offence  : to  bear  alj  fmooth  and  even, 

This  fudden  fending  him  away  muft  feem 
Deliberate  paufe  ; difeafesdeiperate  grown 
By  defperate  appliance  are  reliev’d, 

Or  not  ac  all. 
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1 King.  How  now?  what  hath  befallen?  • 

Rof  Where  the  dead  Body  is  beftow’d,  my  Lord, 


Enter  Rofencraus,  and  all  the  reft. 


We  cannot  get  from  him. 
King.  But  where  is  he  ? 


Roj.  Without,  my  Lord,  guarded  to  know  your  pleafure- 


* King.  Bring  him  before  us. 

Rof.  Ho,  bring  in  the  Lord  Hamlet. 


' hey  enter. 


King.  Now  Hamlet,  where’s  Volonins  ? 

Ham.  At  fupper. 

King.  At  fupper}  where? 

Ham.  Not  where  he  eats,  but  where  he  is  eaten,  a certain  convocation 
of  politick  worms  are  e’en  at  him  : 6i  your  worm  is  your  only  Emperour 
4 for  diet.  We  fat  all  creatures  elfe  to  fat  us , and  we  fat  our  felves  for 
4 maggots  •,  your  fat  King  and  your  lean  beggar  is  but  variable  fervice , 
two  diflies  but  to  one  table,  that’s  the  end. 

King.  Alas ! Alas ! 

Ham.  A man  may  fifh  with  the  worm  that  hath  eat  of  a King  , eat  of 
* the  fifh  that  hath  fed  of  that  worm. 

4 King.  What  do’ft  thou  mean  by  this  ? 

* Ham.  Nothing,  but  to  (hew  you  how  a King  may  go  aprogrefs 
4 through  the  guts  of  a beggar. 

King.  Where  is  Polonins  ? 

Ham.  In  Heaven,  fend  thitherto  fee,  if  your  meflenger  find  him  not 
there,  feek  him  i’th*  other  place  your  felf:  but  indeed  if  you  find  him 
not  within  this  month , you  fhall  nofe  him  as  you  go  up  the  ftairs  into  the 
Lobby. 

King.  Go  feek  him  there. 

Ham.  He  will  flay  till  you  come. 

King.  Hamlet  this  deed  , for  thine  efpecial  fafety, 

Which  we  do  tender , as  we  dearly  grieve 
For  that  which  thou  haft  done  , rauft  fend  thee  hence : 

Therefore  prepare  thy  felf, 

The  Bark  is  ready,  and  the  wind  fits  fair, 

4Th’  aflociates  tend , and  every  thing  is  bent 
For  England. 

Ham.  For  England  ? 

King.  I Hamlet. 

Ham.  Good. 

\ King.  So  is  it  if  thou  knew’ft  our  purpofes. 
r Ham.  I fee  a Cherub  that  fees  them : but  come,  for  England : 

Farewel , dear  Mother. 

King . Thy  loving  Father  , Hamlet. 

Ham.  My  mother , father  and  mother  is  man  and  wife, 

Man  and  wife  is  one  fleflh , and  fo  my  mother. 

Come,  for  England. 

King.  Followhim. 
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Tempt  him  with  fpeed  aboard, 

Delay  it  nqt,  I’ll  have  him  hence  to  night : 

Away,  for  every  thing  is  feal'd  and  done 

That  elfe  leans  on  the  affair ; 44  pray  you  make  hafte  : 

4 And  England,  if  my  prefent  Love  thou  holdft  at  ought,  ( 

‘ As  my  great  power  thereof  may  give  thee  Sedfe, 

4 Since  yet  thy  cicatrice  looks  raw  and  red 
4 After  the  Danifh  Sword,  and  thy  free  awe 
4 Pays  homage  to  us,  thou  mayTc  not  coldly  let 
4 Our  Soveraign  procefs,  which  imports  at  full 

* By  Letters  congruing  to  that  effect . 

4 The  prefent  death  of  Hamlet,  do  it  England^ 

4 For  like  the  He&ick  in  my  blood  he  rages, 

4 And  thou  mult  cure  me  : till  I know  ’tis  done, 

4 How  e re  my  haps,  my  joys  will  ne’re  begin.  [Exit. 

Enter  Fortinbrafs  with  his  Army  ever  the  Stage . 

4 Fort.  Go,  Captain,  from  me  greet  the  Danijh  King, 

4 Tell  him  that  by  his  licenfe  Fortinbrafs 
4 Craves  the  conveyance  of  a promifed  march 
4 Over  his  Kingdom  ; you  know  the  rendezvous, 

4 If  that  his  Majefty  would  ought  with  us 
4 We  {hall  exprefs  our  duty  in  his  eye, 

4 And  let  him  know  fo. 

* Capt.  I will  do’t,  my  Lord. 

* Fort  Gofofcly  on. 

Enter  Hamlet,  Rofencraus, 

4 Ham.  Good  Sir,  whofe  powers  are  thefe  ? 

‘Capt.  They  are  of  Norway , Sir. 

4 Ham.  How  propos’d,  Sir,  I pray  you  ? 

4 Capt . Againft  fome  part  of  Poland. 

4 Ham.  Who  commands  them,  Sir  ? 

‘Capt.  The  Nephew  of  old  Norway,  Fortinbrafs. 

4 Ham . Goes  it  againft  the  main  of  Tolandy  Sir, 

4 Or  for  fome  frontier  ? 

‘Capt.  Truly  to  fpeak,  and  with  no  addition, 

1 We  go  to  gain  a little  patch  of  ground 
4 That  hath  in  it  no  profit  but  the  name, 

4 To  pay  five  duckets,  five  I would  not  farm  ifr, 

4 Nor  will  it  yield  to  Norway  or  the  Tole 

* A ranker  rate,  fhould  it  be  fold  in  fee. 

‘ Ham.  Why  then  the  Tollockjievtv  will  defend  it. 

4 Capt . Nay  ’tis  already  garrifon’d. 

4 Ham.  Two  thoufand  Souls,  and  20000  duckets 
4 Will  not  debate  the  queftion  of  this  flraw; 

4 This  is  th’  impofthume  of  much  wealth  and  peace, 

4 That  inward  breaks,  and  fhews  no  caufe  wiahout 
4 Why  the  man  dies.  I humbly  thank  you,  Sir. 

I ‘Capt. 
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4 Capt.  God  b’w’ye,  Sir. 

4 Ref.  Wil’c  pleafe  you  go,  my  Lord  ? 

* Ham.  I’ll  be  with  you  flraight,  go  a little  before. 

4 How  all  occafions  do  inform  again!!:  me, 

4 And  fpur  my  dull  revenge  ? What  is  a man, 
c If  his  chief  good  and  market  of  his  time 
4 Be  but  to  fleep  and  feed  ? a beafl,  no  more. 

4 Sure  he  that  made  us  with  fuch  large  difeourfe, 

4 Looking  before  and  after,  gave  us  not 
4 That  capability  and  God-like  realon 
4 To  fuft  in  us  unus’d  : now  whether  it  be 
4 Beftial  oblivion ,,  or  fome  craven  fcruple 
4 Of  thinking  too  precifely  on  th’  event, 

4 A thought  which  quarter’d  hath  but  one  part  wifdom, 

4 And  ever  three  parts  coward  : I do  not  know 
4 Why  yet  I jive  to  fay  this  thing’s  to  do,  * 

‘ Sith  I have  caufe,  and  will,  and  ftrength,  and  means 
4 To  do’t : examples  grofs  as  earth  exhort  me, 

4 Witnefs  this  army  of  fuch  mafs  and  charge, 

4 Led  by  a delicate  and  tender  Prince, 

4 Whofe  fpirit  with  divine  ambition  puft 
4 Makes  mouths  at  the  invifible  event, 

4 Expofing  what  is  mortal  and  unfure 
4 To  all  that  fortune,  death,  and  danger  dare, 

4 Even  for  anjegg-fhell.  Rightly  to  be  great 
* Is  not  to  ftir  without  great  argument, 

4 But  greatly  to  find  quarrel  in  a ftraw, 

4 When  honour’s  at  the  flake.  How  Hand  I then, 

4 That  have  a father  kill’d,  a mother  Rain’d, 

4 Excitements  of  ray  rcafon  and  ray  blood, 

4 And  let  all  fleep,  while  to  my  fhame  I fee 
4 The  eminent  death  of  twenty  thoufand  mfen, 

4 That  for  fantafie  and  trick  of  fame 
4 Go  to  their  graves  like  beds,  fight  for  a plot 
4 Whereon  the  numbers  cannot  try  the  caufe, 

4 Which  is  not  tomb  enough  and  continent 
4 To  hide  the  flain  ? O from  this  time  forth, 

4 My  thoughts  be  bloody,  or  be  nothing  worth.- 

Enter  Horatio,  Gertrard,  and  a Gentleman. 

fH&en.  I will  not  fpeak  with  her. 

Gent.  She  is  importunate, 

Indeed  diftrafted,  and  deferves  pity. 

§lueen.  What  would  fhe  have  ? 

Gent.  Shefpeaksmuch  of  her  Father,  fays  fhe  hears 
There’s  tricks  i’th  world,  and  hems,  and  beats  her  heart, 
Spurns  envioufly  at  ftraws,  fpeaks  things  in  doubt 
That  carry  but  half  Senfe,  her  fpecch  is  poshing, 
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Yet  the  unfhaped  ufe  of  it  doth  move 
The  hearers  to  colle&ion,  u they  yawn  at  it, 

4 And  botch  the  words  up  fit  to  their  own  thoughts, 

4 Which  as  winks,  and  nods,  and  geftures  yield  them, 

1 Indeed  would  make  one  think  there  might  be  thought, 
c Though  nothing  fure,  yet  much  unhappily. 

Hoy . ’Tweregoodihe  werefpoken  with,  for  lhe  may  ftrew 
Dangerous  conjectures  in  ill-breeding  minds. 

Let  her  come  in.  C Enter  Ophelia, 

4 Queen.  To  my  fick  Soul,  as  fin’s  true  nature  is, 

( Each  toy  feems  prologue  to  fome  great  amifs, 

4 So  full  of  artlefs  jealoufie  is  guilt, 

4 It  fpils  it  felf  in  fearing  to  be  fpilt 
Ophel,  Where  is  the  beauteous  Majefty  of  Denmark J 
Queen.  How  now,  Ophelia  ? QS&*  Sings, 

Ophel.  How  (hould  l your  true  Love  know  from  another  one  ? 

By  his  cockle  hat  and  ftaff,  and  by  his  fendal  fhoon. 

Queen.  Alas ! fweet  Lady,  what  imports  this  Song  ? 

Ophel . Say  you,  nay  pray  you  mark. 

He  is  dead  and  gone,  Lady,  he  is  dead  and  gone,  ZSeng. 

At  his  head  a grafs-green  turf,  at  his  heels  a ftone. 

O ho. 

Queen.  Nay  but,  Ophelia 

Ophel . Pray  you  mark.  White  his  Ihrowd  as  the  mountain  ffiovr. 

Enter  King. 

Queen.  Alas,  look  here,  my  Lord. 

Ophel.  Larded  all  with  fweet  flowers,  [Song. 

Which  beweept  to  the  ground  did  not  go 
With  true  Love  fliowers. 

King.  How  do  you,  pretty  Lady  ? 

Ophel.  Well,  good  dild  you,  they  fay  the  Owl  was  a Baker’s  daughter  : 
we  know  what  we  are,  but  know  not  what  we  may  be. 

King.  Conceit  upon  her  Father. 

Ophel.  Pray  let’s  have  no  words  of  this,  but  when  they  ask  you  what  it 
means,  fay  you  this. 

To  morrow  is  S.  Valentine's- day 
All  in  the  morning  betime, 

And  I a Maid  at  your  window 
To  be  your  Valentine. 

c Then  up  he  rofe  and  dond  his  cloathes , and  dupt  the  Chambcr-doorf 
4 Let  in  the  Maid,  that  out  a Maid  never  departed  more. 

King.  Pretty,  Ophelia. 

Ophel.  Indeed  without  an  oath,  I’ll  make  an  end  on’t. 

By  gis  and  by  Saint  Charity, 
alack  and  fieforfhame, 

Young  men  will  do’r  if  they  come  to’t, 
by  cock  they  arc  to  blame. 

I i 
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1 Quoth  (he,  before  you  tumbled  me,  you  promis’d  me  to  wed* 

‘(He  anfvvers. ) Sofhould  l have  done,  by  yonder  Sun, 

And  thou  hadft  not  come  to  ray  bed. 

Ring-  How  long  hath  fhe  been  thus  ? 

Ophel.  I hope  all  will  be  well,  we  mu  ft  be  patient}  but  1 cannot  chufe 
but  weep  to  think  they  would  lay  him  i’th’  cold  ground j my  brother  fhall 
know  obit,  and  fo  I thank  you  for  your  good  counfel. 

Come  my  Coach,  good  night  Ladies  good  night, 

Sweet  Ladies,  good  night,  good  night. 

King.  Follow  her  clofe,  give  her  good  watch  I pray  you, 

O this  is  the  Poifon  of  deep  grief,  it  fprings  all  from  her  father’s  death  : 
And  now  behold,  O Gertrard^  Gertrard , „ 

When  forrows  come,  they  come  not  (ingle  fpies, 

But  in  battalions : firft,  her  father  (lain, 

Next,  your  Son  gone,  and  he  moil:  violent  author 
Of  his  own  juft  remove  ; the  people  muddied, 

Thick  andunwholfom  in  thoughts  and  whifpers 
For  good  Polonitts’ s death,  arid  we  have  done  but 
Obfcurely  to  interr  him  ; poor  Ophelia 
Divided  from  her  felf  and  her  far  Judgment, 

Without  which  we  are  but  pictures,  or  meer  beafts. 

Laft,  and  as  much  containing  as  all  thefe, 

Her  Brother  is  in  Secret  come  from  France , 

Feeds  on  this  wonder,  keeps  himfelf  in  clouds, 

And  wants  not  whifpers  to  infeft  his  Ear 
With  peftilent  fpceches  of  his  father’s  death, 

* Wherein  neceffity  of  matter  begger’d 

* Will  nothing  flick  our  perfon  to  arraign 

* In  ear  and  ear : “ O my  dear  Gertrard , this 
Like  to  a murdering-piece  in  many  places 

Gives  me  fuperfluous  death.  [A  noife  within. 

Enter  Meffengers. 

King.  Where  are  my  S witters  ? let  them  guard  the  door, 

What  is  the  matter  ? 

Mefien.  Save  your  felf,  my  Lord. 

The  Ocean  over- peering  of  his  lift 

Eats  not  the  flats  with  more  impetuous  hafte, 

Than  young  Laertes  in  a riotous  head 
O’re-bears  your  officers ; the  rabble  call  him  Lord, 

And  as  the  World  were  now  but  to  begin, 

Antiquity  forgot,  cuftom  not  known,  v 

The  ratifiers  and  props  of  every  word. 

They  cry  chufe  we  Laertes  for  our  King, 

Caps,  hands,  and  tongues  applaud  it  to  the  clouds, 

Laertes  fhall  be  King. 

‘ Queen.  How  chearfully  on  the  falfe  tail  they  cry*  £A  noife  within. 
[ O this  is  counter,  you  falfe  Lanijh  dogs. 

Enter 
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Enter  Laertes  with  ethers. 

King.  The  doors  are  broke. 

Laer.  Where  is  this  King?  Sirs,  ftandyou  all  without 
AH.  No,  iet’s  come  in. 

Laer.  I pray  you  give  me  leave. 

All  We  will,  we  will. 

Laer.  I thank  you,  keep  the  door.  Othott  vile  King 
Give  me  my  father. 

Queen.  Calmly,  good  Laertes. 

Laer.  That  drop  of  blood  that’s  calm  proclaims  me  baftard, 
Cries  Cuckold  to  my  father,  brands  the  Harlot 
Even  here  between  the  chaffc  brows 
Gf  my  true  mother. 

King.  What  is  thecaufe,  Laertes, 

That  thy  Rebellion  looks  fo  Giantlike? 

Let  him  go,  Gertrard , do  not  fear  our  perfon, 

There's  fuch  divinity  doth  hedge  a King, 

That  treafon  dares  not  reach  at  what  it  would, 

A&sjittle  of  his  will:  tell  me,  Laertes , 

Why  thou  are  thus  incenft:  let  him  go,  Gertrard* 

Speak  man. 

Laer.  Where  is  my  father  ? 

King.  Dead. 

Queen.  But  not  by  him. 

King.  Let  him  demand  his  fill. 

Laer.  How  came  he  dead?  I’ll  not  be  jugled  with: 

To  hell  allegiance,  vows  to  the  blackefl  Devil, 

* Confcience  and  grace  to  the  profoundeft  pit, 

* I dare  Damnation,  ” to  this  point  I ftand. 

That  both  the  Worlds  I give  to  negligence. 

Let  come  what  comes,  only  I’ll  be  reveng’d 
Moft  throughly  for  my  father. 

King.  Who  ihall  ftay  you  ? 

Laer.  My  will,  not  all  the  Worlds : 

And  for  my  means  I’ll  Husband  them  fo  well 
They  (hall  go  far  with  little. 

King.  Will  you  in  revenge  of  your 
Dear  father’s  death  deftroy  both  friend  and  foe? 

Laer.  None  but  his  Enemies. 

King.  Will  you  knqw  them  then? 

Laer.  To  this,  good  friends,  thus  wide  Til  ope  my  arms, 
And  like  the  kind  life-rendring  Pelican 
Relieve  them  with  my  blood. 

King.  Why  now  you  fpeak 
Like  a good  child,  and  a true  Gentleman. 

That  1 am  guiltlefs  of  your  father’s  death, 

And  am  moft  fenfible  in  grief  for  it, 
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It  (hall  as  level  to  your  judgment  lye 

As  day  does  to  your  eye.  \A  mfcwitkin. 

Enter  Ophelia, 

Laer.  Let  her  come  in. 

< How  now  ? what  noife  is  that? 

< O heat  dry  up  my  brains,  tears  (even  times  fait 
1 Burn  out  the  Senfe  and  Vertue  of  mine  eye : 

By  Heaven  ” thy  madnefs  (hall  be  paid  with  weight 
Till  our  fcale  turn  the  beam.  O Rofe  of  May ! 

Dear  maid,  kind  filter,  fweet  Ophelia] 

0 Heavens ! is’t  poffible  a young  maids  wits  ^ 

Should  be  as  mortal  as  a (Ick  man’s  life  ! 

Ophel.  They  bore  him  bare-fac’d  on  the  Bier,  [Song. 

And  in  his  grave  rain’d  many  a tear. 

Fare  you  well,  my  Dove. 

Laer.  Hadft  thou  thy  wits,  and  didft  per fwade  revenge, 

It  could  not  move  thus. 

Ophel . You  muft  fing  a down,  a down. 

And  you  call  him  a down  a.  O how  the  wheel  becomes  if, 

It  is  the  Life  Reward  that  ftole  his  Mailer’s  daughter. 

Laer.  This  nothing  is  much  more  than  matter. 

Ophel.  Theres  Rofemary,  that’s  for  remembrance  ; pray  you  Love  re- 
member, and  there’s  Pancies,  that’s  for  thoughts. 

Laer . A document  in  madnefs,  thoughts  and  remembrance  fitted. 
Ophel.  There’s  Fennel  for  you,  and  Columbines,  there’s  Rew  for  you, 
and  here’s  fome  for  me,  we  may  call  it  Herb  of  Grace  a Sundays,  you  may 
wear  your  Rew  with  a difference  \ there’s  a Dafie:  I would  give  you 
fome  Violets,  but  they  withered  all  when  my  father  died  : they  fay  he 
made  a good  end. 

For  bonny  fweet  Robin  is  all  my  joy. 

Laer.  Thoughts  and  afflictions,  paflion,  hellitfelf 
She  turns  to  favour  and  to  prettinefs. 

Ophel.  And  will  he  not  come  again,  [Song, 

1 And  will  he  not  come  again  ? 

No,  no,  heisdead,  go  to  thy  death-bed, 

He  never  will  come  again. 

His  beard  was  as  white  as  fnow. 

Flaxen  was  his  pole, 

He  is  gone,  he  is  gone,  and  we  call  away  moan, 

And  peace  be  with  his  Soul, and  with  all  Lovers  Souls. 

King.  Laertes  I muft  (hare  in  your  grief, 

Or  you  deny  me  right*,  go  but  a part. 

Iviake  choice  of  whom  your  wifeft  friends  you  will, 

And  they  ihall  hear  and  judge  ’twixt  you  and  me, 

If  by  direft  or  by  collateral  hand 
They  find  us  toucht,  we  will  our  Kingdom  give, 

4 Our  Crown,  our  life  and  all  that  we  caU  ours 
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To  you  in  fatisfadion  *,  but  if  not 

Be  you  content  to  lend  your  patience  to  us. 

And  we  Jhall  joyntly  labour  with  your  Soul 
To  give  it  due  content. 

Laer.  Let  this  be  fo. 

His  means  of  death,  his  obfcure  funeral. 

No  Trophy,  Sword,  nor  Hatchment  ©’re  his  bones, 

No  noble  rite,  nor  formal  oftentation 

Cry  to  be  heard  as*  t were  from  Earth  to  Heaven, 

That  I mud  call’t  in  queftion. 

King.  So  you  (hall, 

And  where  th’  offence  is  let  the  great  Axe  fall. 

I pray  you  go  with  me.  [ Exeunt . 

Enter  Horatio  and  others  '. 

Horn.  What  are  they  that  would  fpeak  with  me  ? 

Cent.  Sea-faring  men,  Sir,  they  fay  they  have  Letters  for  you. 

Her  a.  Let  them  come  in. 

I do  not  know  from  what  part  of  the  World 

I fhould  be  greeted,  if  not  from  Lord  Hamlet . [Enter  Saylors. 

Say.  Save  you,  Sir. 

Say.  There’s  a Letter  for  you,  Sir,  it  came  from  the  EmbafTador  that 
was  bound  for  England , if  your  name  be  H*ratioy  as  I am  let  to  know 
it  is. 

Hora.  Horatio , when  thou  ihalt  have  over-Iookt  this,  give  thefe  fellows 
fome  means  to  the  King,  they  have  Letters  for  him.  E’re  we  were  two 
days  old  at  Sea,  a Pirate  of  very  warlike  appointment  gave  us  chafe. 
Finding  our  felves  too  flow  of  fail,  we  put  on  a compelled  Valour,  and 
in  the  Grapple  I boarded  them:  on  the  inltant  they  got  clear  of  our  Ship, 
fo  1 alone  became  their  prifoncr.  They  have  dealt  with  me  like  Thieves 
of  mercy,  but  they  knew  what  they  did;  I am  to  do  a turn  for  them.  Let 
the  King  have  the  Letters  I have  fent,  and  repair  thou  to  me  with  as  much 
fpced  as  thou  wouldftfly  death.  I have  words  to  fpeak  in  thine  Ear  will 
make  thee  dumb,  yet  are  they  much  too  light  for  the  matter,  thefe  good 
fellows  will  bring  thee  where  I am.  Kofencraus  and  Cuildenfiern  hold  their 
courfe  for  England , of  them  I have  much  to  tell  thee. 

Farewel.  Hamlet . 

Hor.  Come,  I will  make  you  way  for  thefe  your  Letter*, 

And  do  t the  fpeedier  that  you  may  dired  me 

To  him  from  whom  you  brought  them.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  King  and  Laertes. 

King.  Now  mull  your  confcicnce  my  acquittance  Seal, 

And  you  muft  put  me  in  your  heart  for  friend, 

Sith  you  have  heard,  and  with  a knowing  Ear, 

That  he  who  hath  your  noble  Father  flain 
Purfuedmy  life. 

Laer.  It  well  appears : but  tell  me 

Why 
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Why  you  proceed  not  againft  thefe  feats 
So  criminal  and  fo  capital  in  nature, 

As  by  your  fafetyr^reatneft,  wifdom,  all  things  elfe. 

You  mainly  were  Hir’d  up. 

King.  For  two  fpecial  reafons, 

Which  may  perhaps  to  you  feem  weak, 

But  yet  to  me  they're  ftrong : the  Queen  his  mother 
Lives  almoft  by  his  looks,  and  for  my  felf. 

My  vertue  or  my  plague,  be  it  either,  ' 

She  is  fo  precious  to  my  Life  and  Soul, 

That  as  the  Star  moves  not  but  in  his  Sphere, 

I could  not  but  by  her:  the  other  motive 
Why  to  a publick  count  l might  not  go, 

Is  the  great  Love  the  people  bear  him. 

Who  dipping  all  his  faults  in  their  affe&ion, 

Work  like  the  Spring  that  turneth  wood  to  ftone, 

4 Convert  his  gyves  to  graces,  fo  that  my  arrow's 
4 Too  llightly  timbered  for  fo  loved  arms, 
c Would  have  reverted  to  my  bow  again, 

4 But  not  where  I have  aim’d  them. 

Laer.  And  fo  1 have  a noble  father  loft } 

A lifter  driven  into  dcfperate  terms, 

Whofe  worth,  if  praifes  may  go  back  again, 

Stood  challenger  on  the  mount  of  all  th^Age 
For  her  perfections:  but  my  revenge  will  come. 

King.  Break  not  your  fleeps  for  that,  you  muft  not  think 
That  we  are  made  of  fluff  fo  flat  and  dull, 

That  we  can  let  our  beards  be  (hook  with  danger, 

And  think  it  paftime : you  (hortly  lhall  hear  more. 

I lov’d  your  father,  and  we  love  our  fejf, 
f And  that  I hope  will  teack  you  to  imagine. 

Enter  a Mejfenger  with  Letters. 

Meffl  Thefe  to  your  Majefty,  this  to  the  Queen. 

King . From  Hamlet ? who  brought  them  ? 

Mcjj . Saylors,  my  Lord  they  fay,  I faw  them  not, 

They  were  given  me  by  Claudio,  he  received  them 
Of  him  that  brought  them. 

King.  Laertes  you  lhall  hear  them : leave  us.  [Exeunt. 

High  and  mighty,  you  lhall  know  I am  fet  naked  on  your  Kingdom : 
to  morrow  (hall  I beg  leave  to  fee  your  Kingly  Eyes,  when  I fhall 
[firft  asking  you  pardon]  thereunto  recount  the  occafion  of  my  fudden 
return. 

King.  What  Ihould  this  mean?  arc  all  the  reft  come  back  ? 

Or  is  it  fome  abufe,  and  no  fuch  thing? 

Laer . Know  you  the  hand  ? 

King.  *Tis  Hamlets  Charafter.  Naked  ! 

And  in  a poftfcript  here  he  fays  alone. 
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Can  you  advife  me  ? 

Laer.  1 am  loft  in’t,  my  Lord  ; but  let  him  come, 

It  warms  the  very  ficknefs  in  my  heart, 

That  I live,  and  tell  him  to  his  teeth. 

Thus  didft  thou. 

King.  If  it  be  fo,  Laertes , 

As  how  fhould  it  be  fo,  how  otherwife  ? 

Will  you  be  rul’d  by  me  ? 

Laer.  I,  my  Lord,  fo  you  will  not  o’re-rule  me  to  a peace. 

King.  To  thine  own  peace:  if  he  be  now  return’d, 

As  liking  not  his  voyage,  and  that  he  means 
No  more  to  undertake  it,  I will  work  him 
To  an  exploit  now  ripe  in  my  device, 

Under  the  which  he  (hall  not  chufe  but  fall, 

And  for  his  death  no  wind  of  blame  fhali  breath, 

But  even  his  mother  (hall  uncharge  the  practice, 

And  call  it  accident. 

Laer.  My  Lord,  I will  be  rul’d. 

The  rather  if  you  could  devife  it  fo 
That  I might  be  the  inftrument. 

King.  It  falls  right : 

You  have  been  talkt  of  (Ince  your  travel  much, 

And  that  in  Hamlets  hearing,  for  a quality 
Wherein  they  fay  you  fhine ; your  fum  of  parts 
Did  not  together  pluck  fuch  envy  from  him, 

4 As  did  that  one,  and  that  in  my  regard 
1 Of  the  unworthieft  fiege. 

Laer . What  part  is  that,  my  Lord? 

King.  A very  Feather  in  the  cap  of  youth, 

4 Yet  needful  too,  for  youth  no  lefs  becomes 
4 The  light  and  carelefs  Livery  that  it  wears, 

4 Than  fetled  Age  his  fables,  and  his  weeds, 

4 Importing  health  and  gravenefs : ” two  months  fince 
Here  was  a Gentleman  of  Normandy , 

I have  feen  my  felf,  and  ferv’d  againft  the  French , 

And  they  can  well  on  horf  back  ^ but  this  Gallant 
Had  witchcraft  in’t,  he  grew  unco  his  feat, 

And  to  fuch  wondrous  doing  brought  his  horfe 
As  he  had  been  incorps’d  and  demi-natur’d 
With  the  brave  beaft  ; fo  far  he  topt  my  thought, 

That  I in  forgery  of  (hapes  and  tricks 
Come  fhort  of  what  he  did. 

Laer.  A Norman  was’t  ? 

King.  A Norman. 

Laer.  Upon  my  life,  Lamord. 

King . The  very  fame. 

Laet.  I know  him  well,  he  is  indeed 
4 \ K 
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The  gem  of  all  the  Nation. 

King.  He  made  confeffion  of  you, 

And  gave  you  fuch  a mafterly  report 
For  art  and  eprcife  in  your  defence, 

And  for  your  Rapier  molt  efpecially, 

That  he  cry’d  out,  ’tvvould  be  a fijit  indeed 
If  one  could  match  you : the  Fencers  of  their  Nation 
He  fwore  had  neither  motion,  guard,  nor  Eye 
If  you  oppos’d  them  : Sir,  this  report  of  his 
Did  Hamlet  fo  envenome  with  his  envy. 

That  he  could  nothing  do,  but  wifh  and  beg 
Your  fudden  coming  ore  to  play  with  you. 

Now  out  of  this. 

Laer.  What  out  of  this,  my  Lord  ? 

King . Laertes , was  your  father  dear  to  you  ? 

Or  are  you  like  the  painting  of  a forrow, 

A face  without  a heart  ? 

Laer.  Why  ask  you  this? 

King . Not  that  I think  you  did  not  Love  your  Father, 
4 But  that  I know  Love  is  begun  by  time, 

4 And  that  I fee  in  paffages  of  proof* 

* Time  qualifies  the  fpark  and  fire  of  it; 

4 T here  lives  within  the  very  flame  of  Love 
4 A kind  of  wiek  or  fnuff  that  will  abate  it, 

4 And  nothing  is  at  a like  goodnefs  ftill ; 

4 Fof^oodnefs  growing  to  a pleurifie, 

4 Dies  in  his  own  too  much,  that  we  Would  do, 

4 We  fhould  do  when  we  would  : for  this  would  changes, 
c And  hath  abatements  and  delays  as  many 
4 As  there  are  Tongues,  are  Hands,  are  accidents, 

4 And  then  this  Should  is  like  a fpend-tbrift-figh, 

4 That  hurts  by  eafing  : ” but  to  the  quick  of  th’  Ulcer, 
Hamlet  comes  back,  what  would  you  undertake 
To  fhew  your  felf  indeed  your  Father’s  Son 
More  than  in  words  ? 

Laer.  To  cut  his  throat  i’th’  Church. 

King.  No  place  indeed  fhould  protcft  a Murderer, 
Revenge  fhould  have  no  Bounds  : but,  good  Laertes , 
Keepclofe  within  your  Chamber, 

/ Hamlet  return’d  fhall  know  you  are  come  home, 

We’ll  put  on  thofe  fhall  praife  your  excellence, 

And  fet  a double  varnifh  on  the  fame 
The  Frenchman  gave  you,  bring  you,  in  fine,  together, 
And  wager  o’re  your  heads ; he  being  remifs, 

Moft  generous  and  free  from  all  contriving. 

Will  not  perufe  the  foils,  fo  that  with  eafe, 

Or  with  a little  (buffliug,  you  may  chufe 
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A Sword  unbated,  and  in  a pace  of  pra&ice 
Requite  him  for  your  Father. 

Laer.  I will  do’t  \ 

And  for  the  purpofe  I'll  Anoint  my  Sword : 

I bought  an  Unftion  of  a Mountebank 
So  mortal,  that  but  dip  a knife  in  it, 

Where  it  draws  blood,  no  Cataplafm  fo  rare 

Colle&ed  from  all  Simples  that  have  vertue 

Under  the  Moon,  can  fave  the  thing  from  death 

That  isbutfcratcht  withal  \ I’ll  touch  my  point 

With  this  contagion,  that  if  I gall  him  (lightly  it  may  be  death, 

King.  Let’s  further  think  of  this, 

* Weigh  what  conveyance  both  of  time  and  means, 

4 May  fit  us  to  our  fhape  if  this  fhould  fail, 

4 And  that  our  drift  look  through  our  bad  performance 
4 ’Twere  better  not  affay'd.  Therefore  this  projeft 
4 Should  have  a back  or  fecond,  that  might  hold 
4 If  this  did  blaft  in  proof:  ’Toft  let  me  fee, 

We'll  make  a folemn  wager  on  your  cunnings, 

I have’t,  when  in  your  motion  you  are  hot  and  dry, 

As  make  your  bouts  more  violent  to  that  end. 

And  that  he  calls  for  drink,  I'll  have  prepar’d 
A chalice  for  the  purpofe,  whereon  but  tailing, 

If  he  by  chance  efcape  your  venom’d  tuck, 

Our  purpofe  may  hold  there.  But  (lay,  what 
Osteen.  One  woe  doth  tread  upon  another’s  heel. 

So  fall  they  follow  : your  filter's  drown'd,  Laertes. 

Laer.  Drown’d ! O where  ? 

Queen.  There  is  a willow  growing  o're  a Brook, 

That  fhews  his  hoary  leaves  in  the  glaflie  ftream, 

Near  which  fantaftick  garlands  fhc  did  make 
Of  Crow-flowers,  Nettles,  Dailies,  and  long  Purples, 

4 That  liberal  fhepherds  give  a grofler  name, 

4 But  our  culcold  maids  do  dead  mens  fingers  call  them, 

Thereon  the  boughs  her  Coronet  weeds 
Clambring  to  hang,  an  envious  fhiver  broke, 

When  down  her  weedy  trophies  and  her  felf 

Fell  in  the  weeping  Brook,  “her'Cloaths  fpred  wide, 

4 And  Mermaid-like  a while  they  bore  her  up, 

4 Which  time  Ihe  chanted  remnants  of  old  lauds, 

As  one  incapable  of  her  own  diftrefs, 

Gr  like  a creature  native  and  indued 

Unto  that  element,  but  long  it  could  not  be 

Till  that  her  garments,  heavy  with  their  driak, 

Pull’d  the  gentle  maid  from  her  melodious  lay 
To  muddy  death. 

Laer , Alas ! then  is  file  drown’d  ? _ 
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Qttten.  Drown’d,  drown’d. 

Laer.  Too  much  of  water  haft  thou,  poor  Ophelia, 

And  therefore  I forbid  my  tears : but  yet 
It  is  our  trick,  Nature  her  Cuftom  holds, 

Let  fhame  fay  what  it  will  *,  ” when  thefe  are  gone 
1 The  woman  will  be  out.  ” Adieu,  my  Lord, 

I have  a fire  that  fain  would  blafe, 

But  that  this  folly  drowns  it.  [Exit. 

King.  Let’s  follow,  Gcrtrard 
How  much  I had  to  do  to  calm  his  rage ! 

Now  I fear  this  will  give  it  ftart  again. 

Therefore  let’s  follow.  [Exeunt. 


A C T V.  SCENE  1. 


Enter  two  Clowns  with  Spades  and  Mattocks. 

Clow.  ¥ S fhe  to  be  buried  in  Chriftian  burial,  when  file  wilfully  feeks 
A her  own  falvation? 

Oth , 1 tell  thee  fhe  is,  therefore  make  her  Grave  flraight,  the  Crowner 
hath  let  on  her,  and  finds  it  Chriftian  burial. 

Clow.  How  can  that  be,  unlefs  fhe  drown’d  her  felf  in  her  own  de- 
fence ? 

Oth.  Why  *tis  found  fo. 

Clow.  It  mult  be  fo  offended,  it  cannot  be  elfe  *,  for  here  lies  the  point, 
if  I drown  my  felf  wittingly,  it  argues  an  Aft  \ and  an  Aft  hath  three 
branches,  it  is  to  Aft,  to  do,  and  to  perform,  or  all : fhe  drown’d  her 
felf  wittingly. 

Oth ♦ Nay  but  hear  you,  goodman  aelver. 

Clow.  Give  me  leave,  here  lies  the  water,  good  j here  ffands  the  man, 
good  ; if  the  man  go  to  this  water  and  drown  himfelf,  it  is  will  he  nill 
he  ^ he  goes,  mark  you  that : but  if  the  water  come  to  him  and  drown 
him,  he  drowns  not  himfelf;  argal,  he  that  is  not  guilty  of  his  own  death, 
fliortens  not  his  own  life. 

Oth.  But  is  this  Law  ? 

Clow,  I marry  is’t,  Crowners  Queft-Law. 

Oth.  Will  you  have  the  truth  on’t,  if  this  had  not  been  a Gentlewoman 
ffieffiould  have  been  buried  without  Chriftian  burial. 

Clow.  Why  there  thou  fay’ft,  and  the  more  pitty  that  great  folk 
fhould  have  Countenance  in  this  World  to  Drown  or  Hang  themfelves 
more  than  we:  .Come,  my  Spade,  there  is  no  Accident  Gentleman 
but  Gardners,  Ditchers,  and  Grave-makers,  they  hold  up  Adam  s pro- 
fefiion. 

Oth.  Was  he  a Gentleman  ? 
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Clow.  He  was  the  firft  that  ever  bore  arms. 

I’ll  put  another  queftion  to  thee,  if  thou  anfwcreft  me  not  to  the  purpofe, 
confefs  thy  felf. 

Oth.  Go  to. 

Clow.  Wliat  is  he  that  builds  ft ronger  than  either  the  Mafon,  the  Ship- 
wright, or  the  Carpenter? 

Oth.  The  Gallows-maker,  for  that  out-lives  a thoufand  tenants. 

Clow . I like  thy  wit  well,  the  Gallows  does  well,  but  how  does  it  well? 
It  does  well  to  thofe  that  do  ill  ^ now  thou  do’ft  ill  to  fay  the  Gallows  is 
built  ftronger  than  the  Church  : argal,  the  Gollows  may  do  well  to  thee. 
To’t  again,  come. 

Oth . Who  builds  ftronger  than  a Mafon,  a Shipwright;  or  a Carpen- 
ter ? 

Clow.  1,  tell  me  that,  and  unyoke. 

Oth.  Marry  now  1 can  tell* 

Clow.  To’t. 

Oth.  Mafs  I cannot  tell. 

Clow'  Cudgel  thy  brains  no  more  about  it,  for  your  dull  Afs  will  not 
mend  his  pace  with  beating,  and  when  you  are  askt  this  queftion  next, 
fay  a Grave-maker,  thehoufes  he  maks  laft  till  Doomfday. 

Go  get  thee  in,  and  fetch  me  a ftoop  of  liquor. 

In  youth  when  I did  love,  did  love, 

Methought  it  was  very  fweet 
To  contract  O the  time  for  a my  behove, 

O methought  there  was  nothing  a meet* 

Enter  Hamlet  and  Horatio. 

Ham . Has  this  Fellow  no  feeling  in  his  bufinefs  ? he  fings  in  Grave- 
making. 

Hora.  Cuftomhath  made  it  in  him  a property  of  eafinefs. 

Ham.  ’Tise’enfo,  the  hand  of  little  employment  haththedainter  fenfe. 

Clow . But  age  with  Healing  fteps 

hath  clawed  me  in  his  clutch, 

And  hath  fhipped  into  the  Land, 
as  if  I never  had  been  fuch. 

Ham.  That  skull  had  a Tongue  in  it,  and  could  fing  once,  how  the 
knave  jowls  it  to  the  ground , as  if  ’twere  Cains  jaw-bone , that  did 
the  firll  Murther:  this  might  be  the  Pate  of  a Polititian  which  this 
Afs  now  o ’re-reaches , one  that  would  circumvent  Heaven,  might  it 
not? 

Hoy  a.  It  might,  ray  Lord. 

Ham.  Or  of  a Courtier,  which  could  fay,  good  morrow,  my  Lord, 
how  do’ft  thou,  fweet  Lord?  this  might  be  my  Lord  fuch  a one,  that 
praifed  my  Lord  fuch  a one’s  horfe  when  he  ment  to  beg  him,  might  it 
not? 

Hora.  I,  my  Lord. 

‘ Ham.  Why  e’en  fo,  and  now  my  Lady  worms  Choples , and 
* knocks  about  the  mazer  with  a Sexton’s  Spade  \ " here’s  a fine 
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revolution,  and  we  had  the  trick  to  fee’t  \ did  thefe  bones  colt  no  more 
the  breeding  but  to  play  at  Loggits  with  them  ? mine  ake  to  think 
Oh’t. 

Clow.  A pickax  and  a fpade,  a fpade, 
for  and  a fhrowding  fheet, 

Oa  pit  of  clay  for  to  be  made 
for  fuch  a gueft  is  meet. 

Ham.  There’s  another,  why  may  not  that  be  the  skull  of  a Lawyer  ? 
where  be  his  quiddities  now,  his  quilities,  his  cafes,  his  tenures,  and  his 
tricks  ? why  does  he  fuller  this  mad  knave  now  to  knock  him  about  the 
fconce  with  a dirty  fhovel,  and  will  not  tell  him  of  his  actions  of  battery  ? 
hum : this  fellow  might  be  in’s  time  a great  buyer  of  Land,  with  his 
ftatutes,  his  recognifances,  his  fines,  his  double  vouchers,  his  recoveries, 
to  have  his  fine  pate  full  of  fine  dirt : will  vouchers  vouch  him  no  more 
of  his  purchafes  and  doubles,  than  the  length  and  breadth  of  a pair  of 
Indentures  ? the  very  Conveyances  of  his  Land  will  fcarcely  lie  in  this 
box,  and  muft  the  inheritor  himfelf  have  no  more  ? ha  ? 

Hora.  Not  a jot  more,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  ‘ Is  not  Parchment  made  of  (beep-skins  ? 

Hora.  1 I,  my  Lord,  and  of  calves-skins  too. 

Ham.  c They  are  fheep  and  calves^  which  feek  out  afiurance  in  that.  ” 
I will  fpeak  to  this  fellow  : Whofe  grave’s  this,  firrah  ? 

Clow.  Mine,  Sir,  or  a pit  of  clay  for  to  be  made. 

Ham.  I think  it’s  thine  indeed,  for  thou  ly’ft  in’t.  - 

Clow.  You  lye  out  on’t,  Sir,  and  therefore  ’tis  not  yours : for  my  part 
I do  not  lye  in’t,  yet  it’s  mine. 

Ham . Thou  do’ft  lye  in’t,  to  be  in  t and  fay  it  is  thine , ’tis  for  the 
dead,  not  for  the  quick,  therefore  thou  ly’ft. 

Clow.  ’Tis  a quick  1 ye,  Sir,  ’twill  again  from  me  to  you. 

Ham.  What  man  do’ft  thou  dig  it  for? 

Clow.  For  no  man,  Sir.  d 

Ham.  What  woman  then  ? 

Clow.  For  none  neither. 

Ham.  Who  is  to  be  buried  in’t  ? 

Clow.  One  that  was  a woman,  Sir,  but  reft  her  Sou!,  file’s  dead. 

Ham . How  abfolutc  the  knave  is,  we  muft  fpeak  by  the  card,  or  equi- 
vocation will  undo  us.  Horatio  this  three  years  1 have  took  notice  of  it, 
the  age  is  grown  fo  picked,  that  the  toe  of  the  Peafant  comes  fo  near  the 
heel  of  the  Courtier,  he  galls  his  kibe.  How  long  haft  thou  been  a Grave- 
maker  ? 

Clow . Of  all  the  days  i’th’  year  I came  to’t  that  day  our  laft  King  Ham* 
let  overcame  Fortinbrafs . 

Ham.  How  long  is  that  fince  ? 

Clow . Cannot  you  telJ  that  ? every  fool  can  tell  that  •,  it  was  that 
very  day  that  young  Hamlet  was  born,  he  that  is  mad  and  fent  into 

England. 
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Ham.  I marry,  why  was  he  fent  into  England  ? 

tiow.  Why  ? becaufe  he  was  mad,  he  lhall  recover  his  wits  there,  or  if 
he  do  not,  ’tis  no  great  matter  there. 

Ham.  Why? 

Clow.  Twill  not  be  feen  in  him  there,  there  are  men  as  mad  as  he. 

Ham.  How  came  he  mad  ? 

Clow.  Very  ftrangely  they  fay. 

Ham.  How  ftrangely  ? 

Clow.  Faith  e’en  with  lofing  his  wits. 

Ham,  Upon  what  ground? 

Clow.  Why  here  in  Denmark  where  I have  been  Sexton,  man  and  boy 
thirty  years. 

Ham.  How  long  will  a man  lie  i’th’  Earth  e’rc  he  rot  ? 

CUw.  Faith  if  he  be  not  rotten  before  he  die,  as  we  have  many  pocky 
coarfes  that  will  fcarfe  hold  the  laying  in,  he  will  laft  you  fome  eight 
years,  or  nine  years:  a Tanner  will  laft  you  nine  years. 

Ham.  Why  he  more  than  another  ? 

Clow.  Why,  Sir,  his  hide  is  lb  tann’d  with  his  trade,  that  he  will  keep 
out  water  a great  while,  and  your  water  is  a fore  decayer  of  your  whorfon 
dead  body  : here’s  a skull  now  hath  lien  you  i’th  earth  three  and  twenty 
years. 

Ham.  Whofe  was  it  ? 

Ctow.  A whorfon  mad  fellow’s  it  was,  whofe  do  you  think  it  was? 

Ham.  Nay  I know  not. 

Clow.  A peftilence  on  himfor  a mad  rogue,  he  pour’d  a flaggon  of 
Rhenifh  on  my  head  once  \ this  fame  skull,  Sir,  was  Sir  YoricJ£ s skull,  the 
King’s  Jefter. 

Ham.  This? 

Clow.  E’en  that. 

Ham.  Alas,  poor  Yortck}.  I knew  Mm,  Horatio,  a fellow  of  infinite  jeft, 
of  moft  excellent  fancy,  he  hath  born  me  on  his  back  a thoufand  times, 
and  now  how  abhorred  in  my  imagination  it  is.^my  gorge  rifes  at  it.  Here 
hung  thofe  lips  that  1 have  kill  I know  not  how  oft : where  be  your  jibes 
now,  your  Jefts,  your  Songs,  your  Flalhes  of  Merriment,  that  were  wont 
to  fet  the  Table  on  a roar  ? not  one  now  to  mock  your'own  grinning? 
quite  chopfaln  ? Now  get  you  to  my  Ladies  Table,  and  tell  her,  let 
her  paint  an  inch  thick,  to  this  favour  (he  muft  come*,  make  her 
laugh  at  that. 

Prethee,  Horatio,  tell  me  one  thing* 

Hora.  What’s  that,  my  Lord  ? 

Ham.  Doft  thou  think  Alexander  lookt  on  this  fafhion  i’th’  Earth  ? 

Hora . E’en  fo. 

Ham.  And  fmelt  fo  ? pah. 

Hora.  E’en  fo,  my  Lord. 

Ham . Towhat  bafeufes  we  may  return,  Horatio ! why  may  not  ima- 
gination trace  tl\e  noble  duft  of  Alexander  till  he  find  it  flopping  a bung- 
hole.  \ 
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Hora.  Twere  to  confider  too  eurioufly  to  confider  fo; 

Ham.  No  faith,  not  a jot , buc  to  follow  him  thither  with  modefty 
enough,  and  likelihood  to  lead  it.  Alexander  died,  Alexander  was  buried, 
Alexander  returneth  to  dull,  the  duft  is  earth,  of  earth  we  make  lome, 
and  why  of  that  lome  whereto  he  was  converted  might  they  not  flop  a 
Beer-barrel? 

Imperious  C&far  dead  and  turn'd  to  clay 
Might  flop  a hole  to  keep  the  wind  away. 

0 that  that  earth  which  kept  the  World  in  awe, 

Should  patch  a wall  t ’expel  the  waters  flaw  ! 

But  foft,  but  foft  a while,  here  comes  the  King.  [Enter  King , 

The  Queen,  the  Courtiers;  who  is  this  they  follow,  [Queen,  La- 

And  with  fuch  maimed  rites  ? this  doth  betoken,  Certes , and 

The  coarfe  they  follow  did  with  defperate  hand  [the  Coarfe. 

Fordo  its  own  life,  ’twere  of  fome  eftate : 

Stand  by  a while,  and  mark. 

Laer.  What  Ceremony  elfe  ? 

Ham.  That  is  Laertes , a very  noble  youth. 

Laer . What  Ceremony  elfe  ? 

D ott.  Her  Obfeqies  have  been  as  far  enlarg’d 
As  we  have  warranty  •,  her  death  was  doubtful, 

And  but  that  great  command  oTe-fways  the  order, 

Shefhould  in  ground  unfan&ified  been  lodg’d : 

For  charitable  prayers. 

Flints  and  pebbles  (hould  be  thrown  on  her, 

Yet  here  (he  is  allow’d  her  virgin  rites, 

Her  maiden  ftrewments,  and  the  bringing  home 
Of  bell  and  burial. 

Laer.  Mull:  their  no  more  be  done? 

Dott.  No  more : 

We  (hould  profane  the  fervice  of  the  dead, 

To  fing  a Requiem , and  fuch  reft  to  her 
As  to  peace-parted  Souls. 

Laer . Lay  her  i’th*  earth. 

And  from  her  fair  and  unpolluted  flefh 
May  violets  fpring ; I tell  thee  churlifh  Prieft 
A miniftering  Angel  (hall  my  Sifter  be 
When  thou  lieft  howling. 

Ham.  What  ? the  fair  Ophelia  ? 

Queen.  Sweet  to  the  fweet,  farewel, 

1 hop’d  thou  fhould’ft  have  been  my  Hamlet's  wife, 

I thought  thy  bride-bed  to  have  deckt  fweet  maid, 

And  not  have  ftrew’d  thy  grave. 

Laer.  O treble  woe  ! 

Fall  ten  times  double  on  that  curfed  head, 

Whofe  wicked  deeds  depriv’d  thee  of 

Thy  moftingenuous  Senfe : hold  off  the  earth  a while, 
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Till  I have  caught  her  once  more  in  mine  arms. 

Now  pile  your  dull:  upon  the  quick  and  dead, 

Till  of  this  flat  a mountain  you  have  made 
T’oretop  old  Telien , or  the  skyifh  head 
Of  blew  Olympus. 

Ham.  What  is  he  whofe  grief 
Bears  fuch  an  emphafis,  whofe  phrafe  offorrow 
Conjures  the  wandring  ftar.s,  and  makes  them  ftand 
Like  wonder-wounded  hearers  ? ’tis  I, 

Hamlet  the  Bane. 

Laer.  Perdition  catch  thee. 

Ham.  Thou  pray’ft  not  well:  I prethee  take  thy  fingers  from  ray  throat, 
For  though  I am  not  fpleenative  and  rafh, 

Yet  have  I in  me  fomething  dangerous, 

Which  let  thy  wifdom  fear } hold  off  thy  hand. 

King . Pluck  them  afundcr. 

Queen.  Hamlet , Hamlet . 

M.  Gentlemen, 

Hor a.  Good  my  Lord  be  quiet. 

Ham.  Why  i will  fight  with  him  upon  this  theam 
Until  my  eye  lids  will  no  longer  wag. 

Queen.  O my  fon,  what  theam? 

Ham.  I lov'd  Ophelia , forty  thoufand  brothers 
Could  not  with  all  their  quantity  of  love 
Make  up  my  fum:  What  wilt  thou  do  for  her  ? 

King.  O he  is  mad  Laertes. 

Queen.  Forbear  him. 

Ham . Shew  me  what  thou'It  do. 

Wilt  weep,  wilt  fight,  wilt  faff,  wilt  tear  thy  felf, 

Wilt  drink  up  Efil,  eat  a Crocodile  ? 

IT1  do’t ; doeft  thou  come  here  to  whine  ? 

To  out-face  me  with  leaping  in  her  grave  ? 

Be  buried  quick  with  her,  and  fo  will  I •, 

And  if  thou  prate  of  mountains,  let  them  throw 
Millions  of  acres  on  us,  till  our  ground 
Sindging  his  pate  againft  the  burning  Zone, 

Make  OJ]a  like  a wart  * nay,  and  thou’It  mouth 
HI  rant  as  well  as  thou. 

Queen.  This  is  meer  madnefs, 

And  thus  a while  the  fit  will  work  on  him  * 

Anon  as  patient  as  a female  Doe, 

When  firft  her  golden  couplets  arc  difclos’d, 

Hisfilence  will  fit  drooping. 

Ham.  Hear  you  Sir, 

What  is  the  reafon  you  ufe  me  thus  ? 

I lov’d  you  ever,  but  it  is  no  matter. 

Let  Hercules  himfelf  do  what  he  may 
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The  Cat  will  mew,  a Dog  will  have  his  (Jay. 

King.  I pray  thee  good  Horatio  wait  upon  him. 
Strengthen  your  patience  inourlaft  nights  fpeech, 

Well  put  the  matter  to  the  prefent  pufiv 
Good  Gertrard  fet  fome  watch  over  your  Ton, 

This  Grave  fhall  have  a living  monument, 

* An  hour  of  quiet  thereby  fhall  we  fee, 

r Till  then  in  patience  our  proceeding  be. 

Enter  Hamlet  and  Horatio. 

Ham.  So  much  for  this  Sir,  you  fhall  now  fee  the  other 
You  do  remember  all  the  circumftance. 

Horn.  Remember  it  my  Lord  ? 

Ham.  Sir  in  my  heart  there  was  a kind  of  fighting 
That  would  not  let  me  fleep,  4t  methought  I lay 
4 Worfe  than  the  mutines  in  the  Bilboes,  rafhly, 

* And  prais’d  be  rafhnefs  for  it } let  us  know 
Our  indiferetion  fometimes  fervesus  well 

When  our  deep  plots  do  fall,  and  that  fhould  learn  us, 
There’s  a divinity  that  fhapes  our  ends, 

Rough  hew  them  how  we  will. 

Hora,  That  is  moft  certain. 

Ham.  Up  from  my  Cabbin, 

My  Sea-gown  wrapt  about  me,  in  the  dark 
I grop’d  to  find  out  them,  had  my  defire, 

Reach’d  their  packet,  and  in  fine  withdrew 
To  mine  own  room  again,  making  fo  bold 
(My  fears  forgetting  manners)  to  unfold 
Their  grand  Commiffion,  where  i found,  Horatio , 

An  exaft  command, 

4 Larded  with  many  feveral  forts  of  reafons, 
i Importing  Denmark^  health,  and  Englands  too, 

1 With  hoe  fuch  . ugs  and  Goblins  in  my  life  j 
4 That  on  the  fupervife,  noleifure  bated, 

4 No  nor  to  flay  the  grindingof  the  ax. 

My  head  fhould  be  flruck  off. 

Hora , Is’t  poffible. 

Ham.  Here’s  the  Commiffion,  read  it  at  more  leifure: 
But  wilt  tho-i  hear  now  how  I did  proceed  ? 

Hora.  1 befeech  you. 

Ham.  Being  thus  be-netted  round  with  villains, 

Fre  I could  make  a Prologue  to  my  brains 
They  had  begun  the  Play  : 1 fate  me  down. 

Devis’d  a new  Commiffion,  wrote  it  fair ; 

3 once  did  hold  it,  as  our  Statifts  do, 

A bafenefs  to  write  fair,  and  labour’d  much 
How  to  forget  that  learning ; but  Sir  now 
It  did  me  Yeomans  fervice ; wilt  thou  know 


[Exit  Hamlet 
[and  Horatio. 
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Th’  effeft  of  what  1 wrote  ? 

//ora.  I good  my  Lord. 

Ham.  An  earned:  conjuration  from  the  King* 

As  England  was  his  faithful  tributary, 

As  love  between  them  like  the  Palm  might  flourifh* 

As  peace  Ihould  ftill  her  wheaten  garland  wear* 

4 And  (land  a comma  ’tween  their  amities, 

* And  many  fuch  like,  as  Sir  of  great  charge. 

That  on  the  view  of  theie  contents. 

Without  debatetnent  further  more  or  lefs 
He  fhould  thole  bearers  put  to  iudden  death, 

( Not  thriving  time  allow'd. 

//ora.  How  was  this  feal’d  ? 

Ham.  Why  even  in  that  was  heaven  ordinant : 

I had  my  fathers  Signet  in  my  purfe, 

Which  was  rhe  model  of  that  XJamfl)  Seal, 

Folded  the  Writ  up  in  the  form  of  th’  other, 

Subfcrib’d  it,  gave’t  th’  imprefiioo,  plac’d  it  fafeljr, 

The  changling  never  known : now  the  next  day 
Was  our  Sea-fight,  and  what  to  this  wasftquent 
Thou  knoweft  already. 

Horn.  So  Gnildenfttrn  and  Rofencraus  went  to’t. 

Ham.  They  are  not  near  my  confidence,  their  defeat 
Docs  by  their  own  infmuation  grow  ; 

4 Tis  dangerous  when  the  bafer  nature  comes 
4 Between  the  pafs  and  fell  incenfed  point, 

4 Of  mighty  oppofites. 

Hora.  Why  what  a King  is  this ! 

Ham.  Does  it  not,  think  you,  ftand  me  now  upon  ? 

He  that  hath  kill’d  my  King,  and  whor’d  my  mother, 

Srept  in  between  th’  ele&ion  and  my  hopes. 

Thrown  out  his  angle  for  my  proper  life, 

And  with  fuch  cofenage,  i*st  not  perfeft  confidence?  [Enter  a Courtier. 

Court.  Your  Lordfhip  is  right  welcome  back  to  ^Denmark. 

Ham  I humbly  thank  you  Sir, 

Doeft  know  this  water  die  ? 

Hora.  No  my  good  Lord. 

Ham.  Thy  ftate  is  the  more  gracious,  for  ’tis  a vice  to  know  him  ; he 
hath  much  land  and  firtlc,  let  a beaft  be  Lord  of  beafts,  and  his  crib  Ihall 
ftand  at  the  King’s  mefs ; ’tis  a chough,  but  as  I fay  lpacious  in  the  podefli- 
on  of  dirt. 

Court.  Sweet  Lord,  if  your  Lordlhip  were  at  lcifure  I fhould  impart  a 
thing  to  you  from  his  Majefty. 

Ham  I will  receive  it,  Sir,  with  all  diligence  offpirit ; your  bonnet 
to  his  right  ufe,  Tis  for  the  head. 

Court  1 thank  your  Lordfhip,  ’tis  very  hot. 

Ham . No  believe  me  ’tis  very  cold,  the  wind  is  Northerly. 

L z 
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Court.  It  is  indifferent  cold  my  Lord  indeed. 

Ham.  But  yet  methinks  it  is  very  foultry  and  hot,  for  my  completi- 
on. 

Court.  Exceedingly  my  Lord,  it  is  very  foultry,  as  Jtwerel  cannot  tel] 
how.  My  Lord,  his  Ma-jefty  bad  me  fignifie  unto  yon,  that  he  has  laid  a 
great  wager  on  your  head,  Sir  this  is  the  matter. 

Ham.  I befeech  you  remember. 

Court.  Nay  good  my  Lord , for  my  eafe.  Sir  here  is  newly  come  to 
Court  Laertes*  believe  me  an  abfolute  Gentleman,  full  of  mofc  excellent 
differences,  ofveryfoft  fociety,  and  great  fhew  : indeed,  to  fpeak  feel- 
ingly of  him,  he  is  the  Card  or  Kalendar  of  Gentry,  for  you  fhall  find  in 
him  the  fubftance  of  what  part  a Gentleman  would  fee. 

Ham . Sir,  his  definement  fuffers  no  lofsin  you,  though  I know  to  di- 
vide him  inventorially,  would  dizzy  th’  arithmetick  of  memory,  and  yet 
but  raw  neither  in  refpeft  of  his  quick  fail  ? but  in  the  verity  of  extol- 
ment  I take  him  to  be  a foul  of  great  article , and  his  infufton  of  fuch 
dearth  andrarenefs,  as  to  make  truedi&ion  of  him,  his  femblable  is  his 
mirrour,  and  who  elfe  would  trace  him,  his  umbrage  nothing  more. 

Court.  Your  Lordfhip  fpeaks  moft  infallibly  of  him. 

Ham.  The  concernancy  Sir,  why  do  we  wrap  the  Gentleman  in  our 
rawer  breath  ? 

Court.  Sir. 

Hora.  1s  t not  pofiible  to  underftand  in  another  tongue,  you  will  do’c 
Sir  really. 

Ham.  What  imports  the  nomination  of  this  Gentleman? 

Court.  Of  Laertes  ? 

Ham  His  purfe  is  empty  already,  all’s  golden  words  are  fpent. 

Ham.  Of  him  Sir. 

Court . I know  you  are  not  ignorant. 

Ham.  I would  you  did  Sir,  yet  if  you  did  it  would  not  rr/uch  approve 
me  : well  Sir.  — 

Court.  You  are  ignorant  of  what  excellence  Laertes  is. 

Ham.  I dare  not  confefs  that,  left  I fhould  compare  with  him  in  ex- 
cellence *,  but  to  know  a man  well  were  to  know  himfelf. 

Court.  I mean  Sir  for  his  weapon,  but  in  the  imputation  laid  on  him  by 

them  in  his  meed  he’s  unfellowed. 

Ham.  What’s  his  weapon? 

Court.  Single  Rapier. 

The  King  Sir  hath  wager’d  with  him  fix  Barbary  horfes,  againft  the  which 
he  has  impawn’d  as  1 take  it  fix  French  Rapiers  and  Poniards,  with  their 
affigns,  as  Girdle,  Hanger,  and  fo:  three  of  the  carriages  are  very  dear 
to  ft  ncy,  very  refponfive  to  the  hilts,  moft  delicate  carriages  and  of  very 
liberal  conceit, 

Ham.  What  call  you  the  carriages? 

Hora.  I knew  you  mnft  be  edified  by  the  margin  e’re  you  had  done. 

Court.  The  carriages  Sir  are  the  Hangers. 

Ham . The  phrafe  would  be  more  german  to  the  matter  if  we  could 

carry 
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carry  a cannon  by  our  fides,  I would  it  might  be  hangers  till  then:  but 
on,  fix  Barbary  horfes  againftfix  French  fwords,  their  affigns,  and  three 
liberal  conceited  carriages,  that’s  the  French  bet  againltthe  Ztar.ifh,  why 
is  this  all  you  call  it  ? 

Court.  The  King  Sir,  hath  laid  Sir,  that  in  a do^en  pafles  between  your 
felf  and  him  he  fhall  not  exceed  you  three  hits,  he  hath  laid  on  twelve  for 
nine,  and  it  would  come  to  immediate  trial,  if  your  Lord/hip  would 
vouchfafe  the  anfwer. 

Ham.  How  if  Ianfwer no? 

Court.  I mean  my  Lord  the  oppolition  of  your  Perfon  in  trial. 

Ham.  Sir  I will  walk  here  in  the  Hall,  if  it  pleafe  hrs  Majelly,  it  is  the 
breathing  time  of  the  day  with  me,  let  the  foils  be  brought,  the  Gentle- 
man willing,  and  the  King  hold  his  purpofe,  I will  win  for  him  if  I can  ^ 
if  not,  1 will  gain  nothing  but  my  fhame  and  the  odd  hits. 

Court.  Shall  I deliver  you  fo  ? 

Ham.  To  this  effeftSir,  after  what  flourifh  your  nature  will. 

Court.  I commend  my  duty  to  your  Lordfhip. 

Ham.  Youisdoes  well  to  commend  it  felf,  there  are  no  tongues  elfe 
for  his  turn. 

Hora.  This  lapwing  runs  away  with  the  (hell  on  his  head. 

Ham.  He  did  fo  Sir  with  his  dug  before  he  fuckt  it;  ” thus  has  he 
and  many  more  of  the  fame  breed  that  I know,  the  droffie  age  dotes  on, 
only  get  the  tune  of  the  time  , and  out  of  the  habit  of  incounter,  a kind 
of  mifty  colle&ion  , which  carries  them  through  and  through  the  moll 
profane  and  renowned  opinions  -7  and  do  but  blow  them  to  their  trial, 
the  bubbles  are  out. 

Enter  a Lord. 

Lord.  My  Lord,  his  Majelly  commended  him  to  you  by  young  Oftrici, 
who  brings  back  to  him  that  you  attend  him  in  the  hall,  he  fends  to  know 
if  your  pleafure  held  to  play  with  Laertes,  or  that  you  will  take  longer 
time? 

Ham.  I am  conflant  to  my  purpofes,  they  follow  the  King’s  pleafure  ; 
if  his  fitnefs  fpeaks,  mine  is  ready,  now  or  whenfoever,  provided  I be  fo 
able  as  now. 

Lord.  The  King  and  Queen  and  all  are  coming  down. 

Liam.  In  happy  time. 

Lord.  The  Queen  defires  you  to  ufe  fome  gentle  entertainment  to  La- 
ertes before  you  go  to  play. 

Ham.  She  well  inftru&s  me. 

Hora . You  will  lofe  my  Lord. 

Ham.  I do  not  think  fo,  flnce  he  Went  into 
tinual  pra&ice  7 1 /hall  win  at  the  odds : thou 
all’s  here  about  my  heart,  but  it  is  no  matter. 

Hora.  Nay  good  my  Lord. 

Ham  It  is  but  foolery,  but  it  is  fuch  a kind  of  boding  as  would  per- 
haps trouble  a woman, 

Hora.  If  your  mind  diflike  any  thing- obey  it,  1 will  forcftaJl  their  re- 
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pair  hither,  and  fay  you  are  not  fit. 

Ham.  Not  a whit,  we  dtfie  Augury,  41  there  is  a fpecial  providence  in 
4 tiie  falJ  of  a Sparrow  : if  it  be,  ’tis  not  to  come  *,  if  it  be  not  to  come,  it 
4 will  be  now,  if  it  be  not  now,  \et  it  will  come,  thercadinefs  is  all,  fmce 
4 no  mnnofought  he  leaves  knows  what  'tis  to  ’eave  berii^s,  ice  be 

A Table  prepared,  D'Ums,  Trumpets , and  Officers  With  caffiions  7 King% 
Q^een,  and  all  the  State,  hoils7  Daggers,  and  Laertes. 

King.  Come  Hamlet  come  and  take  this  hand  from  me. 

Ham.  Give  me  your  pardon  Sir,  I have  done  you  wiong, 

But  pardon’t  as  you  are  a Gentleman  : this  prefence knows, 

And  you  muft  needs  have  heard  how  1 am  punifht 
With  a lore  dittra&ion  ; what  I have  done 
That  might  your  nature,  honour,  and  exception 
Roughly  awake,  I here  proclaim  was  madnefs. 

Was  t Hamlet  wrong'd  Laertes?  never  Hamlet  j 
If  Hamlet  from  himfelf  be  ca'en  away. 

And  when  he's  not  himfelf  does  wrong  Laertes , 

Then  Hamlet  does  it  not,  Hamlet  denies  it : 

VV  ho  doe  it  then  ? his  madnefs  : if't  be  fo, 

Hamlet  is  of  the  faction  r hat  is  wronged, 

His  madnefs  is  poor  Hamlets  enemy  ; 

Let  my  declaiming  from  a purpos'd  evil 
Free  me  fo  far  in  your  mott  generous  thoughts. 

That  l have  (hot  my  arrow  o're  the  houle, 

And  hurt  my  brother. 

Laer.  I am  fatisfied  in  nature, 

Whofe  motive  in  this  cafe  fliould  ftir  me  moll 
To  my  revenge,  ‘4  but  in  my  terms  of  honour 
4 1 ftand  aloof,  and  will  no  reconcilement, 

4 Till  by  fome  elder  Matters  of  known  honour 
* 1 have  a voice  and  prefident  of  peace 
4 To  my  name  ungoi  ’d  : but  all  that  time” 

I do  receive  your  offered  love  like  love, 

And  will  not  wiong  it 

Ham.  I embrace  it  freely,  and  will  this  brother's  wager 
Frankly  play. 

Give  us  the  foils. 

Laer.  Come,  one  for  me. 

Ham.  I’ll  be  \ our  foil  Laertes,  in  mine  ignorance 
Your  skill  /hall  like  a ftar  i’  th*  darkeft  night 
Appear. 

Laer.  You  mock  me  Sir. 

Ham.  No  on  my  honour. 

King . Give  them  the  foils,  young  Ofirickg*  coufin  Hamlet^ 

You  know  the  wager. 

King  Very  well  my  Lord  : 

Your  Grace  has  laid  the  odds  o'th*  weaker  fide. 

King. 
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King.  I do  not  fear  it,  I have  feen  you  both, 

But  fmce  he  is  better  we  have  therefore  odds. 

Laer.  This  is  too  heavy,  let  me  fee  another. 

Ham.  This  likes  me  well,  thefe  foils  have  all  a length. 

Ofir.  I my  good  Lord. 

King.  Set  me  the  (loops  of  wine  upon  the  table  ^ 

If  Hamlet  give  the  firft  or  fecond  hit, 

Or  quit  in  anfwer  of  the  third  exchange. 

Let  all  the  Battlements  their  Ordnance  fire ; 

The  King  (hall  drink  to  Hamlet's  better  breath, 

And  in  the  cup  an  Onyx  (hail  he  throw 
Richer  than  that  which  four  iucceflive  Kings 
In  Denmark s Crown  have  worn.  Give  me  the  cups, 

And  let  the  Kettle  to  the  Trumpet  fpeak. 

The  Trumpet  to  the  Cannoneer  without, 

The  Cannons  to  the  Heavens  the  Heavens  to  Earth. 

Now  the  King  drinks  to  Hamlet : come  begin,  ^Trumpets 

And  you  the  Judges  bear  a wary  eye.  £ the  while. 

Ham.  Come  on  Sir. 

Laer.  Come  my  Lord. 

Ham.  One. 

Laer.  No. 


Ham.  Judgment. 

Ofir.  A hit,  a very  palpable  hit.  JjDrums,  Trumpets,  and  Shot , 

Laer.  Well  again.  [Hourifh^a  yiecc goes  off. 

King.  Stay,  give  me  drink,  Hamlet  this  pearl  is  thine, 

Here’s  to  thy  health : give  him  the  cup. 

Ham.  Til  play  this  bout  firft,  fee  it  by  a while. 

Come,  another  hit,  what  fay  you  ? ^ 

Laer.  I do  confefs’t.  w 

King.  Our  fon  (hall  wini 

Queen.  He’s  fat  and  fcant  of  breath. 

Here  Hamlet , take  my  Handkerchief,  wipe  thy  brows  ** 

The  Queen  falutes  thy  fortune  Hamlet. 

Ham.  Good  Madam. 

King.  Gertrard  do  not  drink. 

Queen.  I will  my  Lord,  I pray  you  pardon  me. 

King.  It  is  the  poifoned  cup,  it  is  too  late. 

Ham.  I dare  not  drink  yet  Madam,  by  and  by. 

Queen.  Come  let  me  wipe  thy  face. 

Laer.  My  Lord  I’ll  hit  him  now. 

King.  I do  not  think* t. 

Laer . And  yet  it  is  almofl  againft  my  confcience. 

Ham . Come,  for  the  third  Laertes,  you  do  but  dally, 

I pray  you  pafs  with  your  belt  violence, 

1 am  fure  you  make  a wanton  of  me. 

Laer . Say  you  fo  ? come  on. 
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OJir.  Nothing  neither  way. 

Laer.  Have  at  you  now. 

King.  Part  them,  they  are  incens’t. 

Ham.  Nay  come  again. 

Ofir.  Look  to  the  Queen  there  ho. 

Hora,  They  bleed  on  both  (ides,  how  is’t  my  Lord  ? 

Ofir.  How  is’t  Laertes  ? 

Laer . Why  as  a woodcock  in  mine  own  fprindge  Oftrick , 

I am  juflly  kill’d  with  mine  own'  treachery.- 

Ham.  How  does  the  Queen  ? 

King.  She  fwoons  to  fee  them  bleed. 

S«w.  No  no  the  drink,  the  drink,  O my  dear  Hamlet, 

The  drink  the  drink,  I am  poifoned. 

Ham.  O villain!  ho  let  the  door  be  lockt, 

Treachery,  feek  it  out. 

Laer.  It  is  her t Hamlet  \ thou  art  (lain, 

No  medicine  in  the  world  can  do  thee  good, 

In  thee  there  is  not  half  an  hours  life, 

The  treacherous  inftrument  is  in  my  hand. 

Unbated  and  envenom’d,  the  foul  practice 
Hath  turn’d  it  felf  on  me  *,  lo  here  I lie 
Never  to  rife  again : thy  mothers  poifon’d, 

I can  no  more,  the  King,  the  King’s  to  blame. 

Ham.  The  Point  envenom’d*too,  then  venom  to  thy  work. 

All  Treafon,  treafon. 

King.  O yet  defend  me  friends,  I am  but  hurt. 

Ham.  Here  thou  inceftuous  Dane , 
c Drink  off  this  potion  : is  the  Onyx  here  ? 

Follow  my  mother. 

1 Laer . He  is  juftly  ferv’d,  it  is  a poifon  temper’d  by  himfelf. 
Exchange  forgivenefs  with  me  noble  Hamlet , 

Mine  and  my  father’s  death  come  not  upon  thee. 

Nor  thine  on  me. 

Ham.  Heaven  make  thee  free  of  it,  I follow  thcc : 

I am  dead  Horatio , wretched  Queen  farewel. 

You  that  look  pale  and  tremble  at  this  chance, 

That  are  but  mutes  or  audience  to  this  a ft, 

Had  I but  time  (as  this  fell  Sergeant  Death 
Is  ftrift  in  his  arreft)  O I could  tell  you  *, 

But  let  it  he  : Horatio  [ am  dead. 

Thou  liveft,  report  me  and  my  caufe  aright 
To  the  unfatisfied. 

Hora . Never  believe  it. 

I am  more  an  antick  Roman  than  a Dane, 

Here’s  yet  fome  liquor  left. 

Ham.  As  th*  art  a man 
Give  me  the  cup,  let  go,  I’ll  have’t : 
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Hamlet  Prince  of  Denmark.  Si 

0 Horatio  what  a wounded  name. 

Things  (banding  thus  unknown,  (hall  I leave  behind  me  ? 

If  thou  didft  ever  hold  me  in  thy  heart 
Abfent  thee  from  felicity  a while, 

Arid  in  this  harfh  world  draw  thy  breath  in  pain 

To  tell  my  ftory : what  warlike  noife  is  this  ? [ d march  afar  off. 

Enter  Ollrick. 

Ojlr . Young  Fort  ir.br  afs  with  conqueft  come  from  Toland , 

Th'  Emhafiadors  of  England  give  this  warlike  volley. 

Ham . O I die  Horatio 

The  potent  poiion  quite  o’regrows  my  fpirit; 

1 cannot  live  to  hear  the  news  from  England , 

But  I do  pvophefie  the  Election  lights 
On  Femnbrajs  j he  has  my  dying  voice, 

So  tell  him , with  th’  occurrents  more  and  lefs 
Which  have  lolicited  : the  reft  in  filence. 

Hora.  Now  cracks  a noble  heart,  good  night  fweet  Prince, 

And  choires  of  Angels  ling  thee  to  thy  reft. 

Why  docs  the  drum  come  hither  ? 

Enter  Fortinbrafs  with  the  Embaffaders . 

Fort.  Where  is  this  fight  ? 

Hera.  What  is  it  you  would  fee  ? 

If  ought  of  woe  or  wonder,  ceafe  your  fearch  ? 

Fort.  “ This  quarry  cries  on  havock  : ”0  proud  death, 

What  feaft  is  toward  in  thine  infernal  Cell, 

That  thou  fo  many  Princes  at  a /hot 
So  bloodily  haft  ftrook  ? 

EmbaJJ.  The  fight  is  difmal. 

And  our  affairs  from  England  come  too  late. 

The  Ears  are  fenfleft  that  (hould  give  us  hearing. 

To  tell  him  his  commandment  is  fulfill'd. 

That  Rojencraas  and  Guildenftem  are  dead, 

Where  fhculd  we  have  our  thanKs  ? 

Hora . Not  from  his  mouth. 

Had  it  th’  ability  of  breath  to  thank  you, 

He  never  gave  commandment  for  thtir  death. 

But  fince  fo  apt  upon  this  bloody  qtieftion 
You  from  the  Pollack^ Wars,  and  you  from  England 
Are  here  arrived,  give  order  thatthefe  bodies 
High  on  a Srage  be  placed  to  publick  view. 

And  let  me  (peak  to  the  yet  unknowing  world 
How  thefe  things  came  about  ^ 16  fhall  you  hear 
Of  crucJ,  bloody,  and  unnatural  afts, 
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Of  accidental  judgments,  cafual  {laughters, 

Of  deaths  put  on  by  cunning,  and  for  no  caufe, 

And  in  this  upfiiot,  purpofes  miftook, 

Fall’n  on  the  inventors  heads : all  this  can  I 
Truly  deliver. 

Fort,  Let  us  hafle  to  hear  it, 

And  call  the  Noblefs  to  the  audience : 

For  me,  with  forrow  I embrace  my  fortune, 

1 have  fome  rights  of  memory  in  this  Kingdom,  'v 

Which  now  to  claim  my  interefl  doth  invite  me. 

Horn,  Of  that  1 fhali  have  alfo  caufe  to  ipeak, 

And  from  his  mouth  whofe  voice  will  draw  no  more  : 

But  let  this  fame  be  prefently  perform’d, 

Even  while  men’s  minds  arc  wild,  left  more  mifchance 
On  plots  and  errors  happen. 

Fort  a Let  four  Captains 
Bear  fillet  like  a Souldier  to  the  Stage, 

For  he  was  likely  had  he  been  put  on, 

T’have  prov'd  moft  Royal : and  for  his  paflage, 

TheSouldier’sMufick  and  the  Right  of  War 
Speak  loudly  for  him. 

Take  up  the  Bodies ; fuch  a fight  as  this 

Becomes  the  Field,  but  here  (hews  much  amifs. 

a Go  bid  the  Souldiers  Shoot.  [Ext  nut. 
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